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I. 



I HAD been ill for several weeks with what 
they called brain fever. The events which I 
am about to relate happened on the fifteenth 
day of my illness. 

Before beginning to tell my story, it may 
not be out of place to say a few words about 
myself, in order to clarify to the imagination 
of the reader points which would otherwise 
involve numerous explanatory digressions, 
more than commonly misplaced in a tale 
dealing with the materials of this. 

I am a woman forty years of age. My 
father was a clergyman ; he had been many 
years dead. I was living, at the time I refer 
to, in my mother's house in a factory town in 
Massachusetts. The town need not be more 
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particularly mentioned, nor genuine family 
names given, for obvious reasons. I was the 
oldest of four children ; one of my sisters was 
married, one was at home with us, and there 
was a boy at college. 

I was an unmarried, but not an unhappy 
woman. I had reached a very busy, and 
sometimes I hoped a not altogether valueless, 
middle age. I had used hfe and loved it. 
Beyond the idle impulse of a weary moment, 
which signifies no more than the reflex action 
of a mental muscle, and which I had been 
in the habit of rating accordingly, I had 
never wished to die. I was well, vigorous, 
and active. I was not of a dependent or a 
despondent temperament. 

I am not writing an autobiography, and 
these things, not of importance in themselves, 
require only the briefest allusion. They will 
serve to explain the general cast of my life, 
which in turn may define the features of my 
story. 

There are two kinds of solitary : he who 
is drawn by the inward, and he who chooses 
the outward life. Ta this latter class I had 
belonged. Circumstances, which it is not 
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necessary to detail here, had thrust me into 
the one as a means of self-preservation from 
the other, while I was yet quite young. 

I had been occupied more largely with 
the experiences of other people than with 
my own. I had been in the habit of being 
depended upon. It had been my great good 
fortune to be able to spend a part of my time 
among the sick, the miserable, and the poor. 
It had been, perhaps, my better chance to 
have been obliged to balance the emotional 
perils of such occupations by those of a 
different character. My business was that of a 
school-teacher, but I had travelled somewhat : 
I had served as a nurse during the latter 
years of the war ; in the Sanitary Commis- 
sion : upon the Freedmen's Bureau ; as an 
officer in a Woman's Prison, and had done a 
little work for the State Bureau of Labour 
among the factory operatives of our own 
town. I had therefore, it will be seen, been 
spared the deterioration of a monotonous 
existence. At the time I was taken ill I was 
managing a private school, rather large for 
the corps of assistants which I could com- 
mand, and had overworked. I had been at 
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4 BEYOND THE GATES. 

home, thus employed, with my mother who 
needed me, for two years. 

It may not be unsuitable, before proceed- 
ing with my narrative, to say that I had been 
a believer in the truths of the Christian 
religion ; not, however, a devotee. I had not 
the ecstatic temperament, and was not known 
among my friends for any higher order of 
piety than that which is implied in trying to 
do one's duty for Christ's sake, and saying 
little about it or Him — less than I wish I had 
sometimes. It was natural to me to speak 
in other ways than by words ; that does not 
prove that it was best. I had read a little, 
Hke all thinking people with any intellectual 
margin to their lives, of the religious contro- 
versies of the day, and had not been without 
my share of pressure from the fashionable 
reluctance to believe. Possibly this had 
affected a temperament not too much inchned 
towards the supernatural, but it had never 
conquered my faith, which I think had grown 
to be dearer to me because I had not kept 
it without a fight for it. It certainly had 
become, for this reason, of greater practical 
value. It certainly had become, for this 
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and every reason, the most valuable thing I 
had, or hoped to have. I believed in God 
and immortality, and in the history of Jesus 
Christ. I respected and practised prayer, 
but chiefly decided what I ought to do next 
minute. I loved life and lived it. I neither 
feared death nor thought much about it. 

When I had been ill a fortnight, it occurred 
to me that I was very sick, but not that I 
could possibly die. I suffered a good deal at 
first ; after that much less. There was great 
misery for lack of sleep, and intolerable rest- 
lessness. The worst, however, was the con- 
tinuity of care. Those who have borne heavy 
responsibilities for any length of time will 
understand me. The incessant burden pressed 
on : now a pupil had fallen into some disgrace- 
ful escapade ; now the investments of my 
mother, of which I had the charge, had failed 
on the dividends ; then I had no remittance 
for the -boy at college ; then my sister, in a 
heart-breaking emergency, confided to me a 
peril against which I could not lift a finger ; the 
Governor held me responsible for the typhoid 
among the prisoners ; I added eternal columns 
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of statistics for the Charity Boards, and found 
for ever a mistake in each report; a dying 
soldier called to me in piercing tones for a 
cup of water ; the black girl to whom I read 
the Gospel of John, drowned her baby ; I ran 
six looms in the mill for the mother of six 
children till her seventh should be born ; I 
staked the salvation of my soul upon answering 
the argument of Strauss to the satisfaction of 
an unbelieving friend, and lost my wager ; I 
heard my classes in Logic, and was unable to 
repeat anything but the ' Walrus and the Car- 
penter,' for the 'Barbara Celarent.' Sud- 
denly, one day, in the thick of this brain- 
battle, I slipped upon a pause, in which I 
distinctly heard a low voice say, 

But Thine eternal thoughts move oo^ 
Thine undisturbed affairs. 

It was my mother's voice. I perceived then 
that she sat at my bedside in the red easy- 
chair, repeating hymns, poor soul! in the 
hope of calming me. 

I put out my hand and patted her arm, 
but it did not occur to me to speak till I saw 
that there were masses of pansies and some 
mignonette upon the table, and I asked who 
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sent tliem, and she told me the school girls 
had kept them fresh there every day since I 
was taken ill. I felt some pleasure that they 
should take the trouble to select the flowers I 
preferred. Then I asked her where the jelly 
came from, and the grapes, and about other 
trifles which I saw, such as accumulate in any 
sick room. Then she gave me the names of 
different friends and neighbours who had been 
so good as to remember me. Chiefly I was 
touched by the sight of a straggly magenta 
geranium which I noticed growing in a pot by 
the window, and which a poor woman from 
the mills had brought the day before. I 
asked my mother if there were any letters, and 
she said many, but that I must not hear them 
read ; she spoke of some from the prison. 
The door-bell often rang softly, and I asked 
why it was muffled, and who called. Alice 
had come in, and said something in an under- 
tone to mother about the Grand Army and 
resolutions and sympathy; and she used the 
names of different people I had almost for- 
gotten, and this confused me. They stopped 
talking, and I became at once very ill again. 
The next point which I recall is turning to 



/ 



/'// ■ '/ ■' "V ' /■ 

/ 



' I 1 

I 

I 



• / 

■ I I I ' 

III I ' 

I 



I i 



/ 



'f / 



// ' / 



/ ' ' ' ' • i ' ti it 

( 



t • ' t ' II / j •'«/ 



/ 



II I /I'M I I • I 1 



I I , H n /»' in' /I III i 



II il < 1 1 1 • 



/j ■ -m 1 liiii 



J / ;■ ' i //// 



/ 



/ / 



• ./',. 



/ ' 



i I' < I 



■ / ' 



) ■ I I < I 



"■ / " 



• I 



111 ' 'I 



• I I 



/ 



J 1 . ' / 

"I" i > I I //./ o / 

'i !"■ j'l 'I I w \ 

\\\ h> J ■ Ml 



" i ' 



J 'i I ' III i 1 ■ ' J , III I ' 1 1 . 1 



'' / 



' • , 



I. ) i, ' ' I 



/ 



f ■ t 



' I. II II.. 



' ' ''ii'i ill I ' " j j ' ' 1 i' ' ^ 1 Ml ' ' II jinnni t . 
jii lh> • I J iifi- ij J' ill M I ^ J'l' It jii /> iiii/j 



)l'j l')/M I ■ I'i I" M /•" /I !• i'// /)//)' . I ()/ll/l» 
II i^^n'l !'•' ' I" ' Ij »iH Ip'))) . )//|| I )/» j/iMI (H 
illlh I H,,"i||| ii|)>| I >'|||i| IJMJ |||»||,) III lllHi. I 

^ <'|l>|' )< >| |l>' llhll I'lp JK') liill I'll) I) lllllDll" 

|» |it|> IIP I ||||u iiiri iimi )iii|,.( |i,i I h'li n 
l>p<t| I' |M. I |h| liiiiihiii III ill m\ liHiiu I'- ' 



lo BEYOND THE GATES, 

blood, and for the power and preciousness of 
the living human body. It seemed much more 
real to me, then, than the spirit. It seemed an 
absurdity that any one should suppose that I 
was in danger of being done with life. I said : 

' I'm going to live, Tom ! Tell mother I 
have no idea of dying. I prefer to live.' 

Tom nodded ; he did not speak ; I felt a 
hot dash of tears on my face, which surprised 
me ; I had not seen Tom cry since he lost the 
football match when he was eleven years old. 

They gave me something more out of the 
spoon, again, I think, at that moment, and I 
felt better. I said to Tom : 

' You see ! ' and bade them send mother to 
lie down, and asked Alice to make her beef- 
tea, and to be sure and make it as we did in 
the army. I do not remember saying anything 
more after this. I certainly did not suffer any 
more. I felt quiet and assured. Nothing 
further troubled me. The room became so 
still that I thought they must all have gone 
away, and left me with the nurse, and that 
she, finding me so well, had herself fallen 
asleep. This rested me — to feel that I was 
no longer causing them pain — more than any- 
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thing could have done ; and I began to think 
the best thing I could do would be to take a 
nap myself. 

With this conviction quietly in mind I 
turned over, with my face towards the wall, 
to go to sleep. I grew calmer, and yet more 
calm, as I lay there.^ There was a cross of 
Swiss carving on the wall, hanging over a 
picture of my father. Leonardo's Christ — the 
one from the drawing for the Last Supper, 
that we all know — hung above both these. 
Owing to my position, I could not see the 
other pictures in the room, which was large, 
and filled with little things, the gifts of those 
who had been kind to me in a life of many 
busy years. Only these three objects — the 
cross, the Christ, and my father — came within 
range of my eyes as the power of sleep ad- 
vanced. The room was darkened, as it had 
been since I became so ill, so that I was 
not sure whether it were night or day. The 
clock was striking. I think it struck two ; 
and I perceived the odour of the mignonette. 
I think it was the last thing I noticed before 
going to sleep, and I remembered, as I did so, 
the theories which gave to the sense of smell 
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greater significance than any of the rest ; and 
remembered to have read that it was either 
the last or the first to give way in the dying. 
(I could not recall, in my confused condition, 
which.) I thouglit of this with pleased and 
idle interest ; but did not associate the thought 
with the alarm felt by my friends about my 
condition. 

I could have slept but a short time when 
I woke, feeling much easier. The cross, the 
Christ, and the picture of my father looked at 
me calmly from the wall on which the sick- 
lamp cast a steady, soft light. Then I remem- 
bered that 'it was night, of course, and felt 
chagrined that I could have been confused on 
this point. 

The room seemed close to me, and I turned 
over to ask for more air. 

As I did so, I saw some one sitting in the 
cushioned window-seat by the open window — 
the eastern window. No one had occupied 
this seat, on account of the draught and chill, 
since my illness. As I looked steadily, I saw 
that the person who sat there was my father. 

His face was turned away, but his figure 
and the contour of his noble liead were not to 
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be mistaken. Although I was a mere girl 
when he died, I felt no hesitation about this. 
I knew at once, and beyond all doubt, that it 
was he. I experienced pleasure, but Uttle, if 
an)7^, surprise. 
ff As I lay there looking at hiui, he turned 

and regarded me. ffis deep eyes glowed with 
a soft, calm light ; but yet, I know not why, 
they expressed more love than I had ever seen 
in them before. He used to love us nervously 
and passionately. He had now the look of one 
whose whole nature is saturated with rest, and 
to whom the fitfulness, distrust, or distress of 
intense feeling acting upon a super-sensitive 
organisation, were impossible. As he looked 
towards me, he smiled. He had one of the 
^ sweetest smiles that ever illuminated a mortal 

face. 

' Why, father! ' I said aloud. He nodded 
encouragingly, but did not speak. 

' Father ? ' I repeated, ' Fatlier, is this 
you ? ' He laughed a little, softly, putting up 
one hand and tossing his hair oflf from his 
forehead — an old way of his. 

' What are you here for ? ' I asked again. 
* Did mother send for you^ too ? ' 
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When I had said this, I felt confused and 
troubled ; for though I did not remember that 
he was dead — I mean I did not put the 
thought in any such form to myself, or use 
that word or any of its synonyms — yet I 
remembered that he had been absent from 
our family circle for a good while, and that 
if mother had sent for him because I had 
a brain fever, it would have been for some 
reason not according to her habit. 

' It is strange,' I said. ' It isn't like her. 
I don't understand the thing at all.' 

Now, as I continued to look at the corner 
of the room where my father was sitting, I 
saw that he had risen from the cushioned 
window- seat and taken a step or two towards 
me. He stopped, however, and stood quite 
still, and looked at me most lovingly and long- 
ingly ; and then it was that he held out his 
arms to me, 

' Oh,' cried I, ' I wish I could come ! But 
you don't know how sick I am. I have not 
walked a step for over two weeks.' 

He did not speak even yet, but still held 
out his arms with that look of unutterably 
restful love. I felt the elemental tie between 
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parent and child draw me. It seemed to me 
as if I had reached the foundation of all human 
feeling ; as if I had gone down — how shall I 
say it? — below the depths of all other love. 
I had always known I loved him, but not hke 
that. I was greatly moved. 

' But you don't understand me,' I repeated 
with some agitation. 'I canH walk.' I 
thought it very strange that he did not, in 
consideration of my feebleness, come to me. 

Then for the first time he spoke. 

' Come,' he said gently. His voice sounded 
quite natural ; I only noticed that he spoke 
under his breath, as if not to awake the nurse 
or any person who was in the room. 

At this I moved, and sat up on the edge 
of my bed ; although I did so easily enough, I 
lost courage at that point. It seemed impos- 
sible to go farther. I felt a httle chilly, and 
remembered, too, that I was not dressed. A 
warm white woollen wrapper of my own, and 
my slippers, were within reach, by the head of 
the bed : Ahce wore them when she watched 
with me. I put these things on, and then 
paused, expecting to be overcome with ex- 
haustion after the effort. To my surprise, I 



1 6 BEYOND THE GATES. 

did not feel tired at all. I think, rather, I 
felt a little stronger. As I put the clothes on, 
I noticed the magenta geranium across the 
room. These, I think, were the only things 
which attracted my attention. 

' Come here to me,' repeated father ; he 
spoke more decidedly, this time with a touch 
of authority. I remembered hearing him 
speak just so when Tom was learning to walk; 
he began by saying, ' Come, sonny boy ! ' but 
when the baby played the coward, he- said, 
' My son, come here ! ' 

As if I had been a baby, I obeyed. I put 
my feet to the floor, and found that I stood 
strongly. I experienced a slight giddiness for 
a moment, but when this passed, my head felt 
clearer than before. I walked steadily out 
into the middle of the room. Each step was 
firmer than the other. As I advanced, he 
came to meet me. My heart throbbed. I 
thought I should have fallen, not from weak- 
ness, but from joy. 

' Don't be afraid,' he said encouragingly. 

' That is right. You are doing finely. 
» Only a few steps more. There ! ' 

It was done. I had crossed the distance 
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which separated us, and my dear father, after 
all those years, took me, as he used to do, into 
his arms. . . . 

He was the first to speak, and he said : 
' You poor little girl ! But it is over now.' 
'Yes, it is over now,' I answered. I 
thought he referred to the difficult walk across 
the room, and to my long illness, now so hap- 
pily at an end. He smiled and patted me on 
the cheek, but made no other answer. 

' I must tell mother that you are here,' T 
said presently. I had not looked behind me 
}^ or about me. Since the first sight of my 
father sitting in the window, I had not ob- 
served any other person, and could not have 
told who was in the room. 

' Not yet,' my father said. ' We may not 
speak to her at present. I think we had 
better go.' 

I liftecj my face to say, ' Go where ? ' but 
my lips did not form the question. It was 
just as it used to be when he came from the 
study and held out his hand, and said ' Come,' 
and I went anywhere with him, neither asking^ 
Eor caring, so long as it was with him ; and 
tjien he used to play or walk with me, and I 

c 
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forgot the whole world besides. I put my 
hand in his without a question, and we moved 
towards the door. 

' I suppose you had better go this way/ he 
said, with a slight hesitation, as we passed out 
and across the hall. 

' Any way you Uke best,' I said joyfully. 
He smiled, and still keeping my hand, led me 
down the stairs. As we went down, I heard 
the little Swiss clock, above in my room, strike 
the half hour after two. 

I noticed everything in the hall as we de- 
scended ; it was as if my vision, as well as the 
muscles of motion, grew stronger with each 
moment. I saw the stair-carpeting with its 
faded Brussels pattern, once rich, and remem- 
bered counting the red roses on it the night I 
went up with the fever on me ; reeling and 
half delirious, wondering how I could possibly . 
afford to be sick. I saw the hat-tree with 
Tom's coat, and Alice's blue Shetland shawl 
across the old hair-cloth sofa. As we opened 
the door, I saw the muffled bell. I stood for 
a moment upon the threshold of my old home 
not afraid but perplexed. 

My father seemed to understand my 
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thoughts perfectly, though I had not spoken, 
and he paused for my reluctant mood. I 
thought of all the years I had spent there. I 
thought of my childhood and girlhood ; of the 
tempestuous periods of life which that quiet 
roof had hidden ; of the calms upon which it 
had brooded. I thought of sorrows that I 
had forgotten, and those which I had prayed 
in vain to forget. I thought of temptations 
and of mistakes and of sins, from which I had 
fled back asking these four walls to shelter me* 
I thought of the comfort and blessedness that 
I had never failed to find in the old house. 
I shrank from leaving it. It seemed like 
leaving my body. 

When the door had been opened, the 
night air rushed in. I could see the stars, 
and knew, rather than felt, that it was cold. 
As we stood waiting, an icicle dropped from 
the eaves, and fell, breaking into a dozen 
diamond flashes at our feet. Beyond, it was 
dark. 

' It seems to me a great exposure,' I said 
reluctantly, ' to be taken out into a winter 
night — at such an hour, too I I have been so 
very sick.' 

c 2 



20 BEYOND THE GATES. 

' Are you cold ? ' asked my father gently. 
After some thought I said : 

* No, sir.' 

Since I was not cold. For the first time I 
wondered why. 

* Are you tired ? ' 
No, I was not tired. 
' Are you afraid ? ' 

' A little, I think, sir.' 

' Would you like to go back, Molly, and 
rest awhile ? ' 

' If you please, papa.' 

The old baby-word came instinctively in 
answer to the baby-name. He led me hke a 
child, and like a child I submitted. It was 
like him to be so thoughtful of my weakness. 
My dear father was always one of those rare 
men who think of little things largely, and so 
bring, especially into the lives of women, the 
daily comfort which makes the infinite pre- 
ciousness of life. • 

We went into the parlour and sat down. 
It was warm there and pleasant. The furnace 
was well on, and embers still in the grate. 
The lamps were not lighted, yet the room was 
not dark. I enjoyed being down there again 
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after all those weeks up-stairs, and was happy 
in looking at the familiar things, the afghan 
on the sofa, and the magazines on the table, 
uncut because of my illness ; mother's work- 
basket, and Alice's music folded away. 

'It was always a dear old room,' said 
father, seating himself in his own chair, which 
we had kept for twenty years in its old place. 
He put his head back, and gazed peacefully 
about. 

When I felt rested, and better, I asked 
him if we should start now. 

' Just as you please,' he said quietly. 
' There is no hurry. We are never hurried.' 

' If we have anything to do,' I said, ' Ihad 
rather do it now, I think.' 

* Very well,' said father^ ' that is like you.' 
He rose and held out his hand again. I took 
it once more, and once more we went out to 
the threshold of our old home. This time I 
felt more confidence, but when tlie night air 
swept in, I could not help shrinking a little 
in spite of myself, and showing the agitation 
which overtook me. 

' Father ! ' I cried, ' Father ! where are we 
going ? ' 
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My father turned at this, and looked at 
me solemnly. His face seemed to shine and 
glow. He looked from what I felt was a great 
height. He said : 

* Are you really afraid, Mary, to go any- 
where with me ? ' 

' No, no ! ' I protested in a passion of 
regret and trust, ' my dear father ! I would 
go anywhere in earth or Heaven with you ! ' 

' Then come,' he said softly. 

I clasped both hands, interlocking them 
through his arm, and we shut the door and 
went down the steps together and out into the 
winter dawn. 
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It was neither dark nor day ; and as we 
stepped into the village streets the confused 
light trembled about us delicately. The stars 
were still shining. Snow was on the ground ; 
and I think it had freshly fallen in the night, 
for I noticed that the way before us lay quite 
white and untrodden. I looked back over my 
shoulders as my father closed the gate, which 
he did without noise. I meant to take a gaze 
at the old house, from which, with a thrill at 
the heart, I began to feel that I was parting 
under strange and solemn conditions. But 
when I glanced up the path which we had 
taken, my attention was directed altogether 
from the house, and from the slight sadness of 
the thought I had about it. 

The circumstance which arrested me was 
this. Neither my father's foot nor mine h^ 
left any print upon the walk. From the front 
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door to the street, the fine fair snow lay un- 
broken ; it stirred, and rose in restless flakes 
like winged creatures under the gentle wind, 
flew a little way, and fell again, covering the 
surface of the long white path with a foam so 
light, it seemed as if thought itself could not 
have passed upon it without impression. I 
can hardly say why I did not call my father's 
attention to this fact. 

As we walked down the road the dawn be: 
gan to deepen. The stars paled slowly. The 
intense blue-black and purple of the night 
sky gave way to the warm greys that precede 
sunrise in our climate. I saw that the gold 
and the rose were coming. It promised to be 
a mild morning, warmer than for many past. 
The deadly chill was out of the air. The snow 
yielded on the outlines of the drifts, and re- 
laxed as one looked at it, as snow does before 
melting, and the icicles had an air of expecta- 
tion, as if they hastened to surrender to the an- 
nunciation of a warm and impatient winter's day. 

* It is going to thaw,' I said aloud. 

* It seems so to you.' replied my father, 
vaguely. 

* But at least it is very pleasant,' I insisted. 
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' rm glad you find it so,' he said ; ' I should 
have been disappointed if it had struck you as 
cold, or — gloomy — in any way.' 

It was still so early that all the village was 
asleep. The blinds and curtains of the houses 
were drawn and the doors yet locked. None 
of our neighbours were astir, nor were there 
any signs of traffic yet in the Uttle shops. The 
great factory-bell, which woke the operatives 
at half-past four, had rung, but this was the 
only evidence as yet of human life or motion. 
It did not occur to me, till afterwards, to 
wonder at the inconsistency between the hour 
struck by my own Swiss clock and the factory 
time. 

I was more interested in another matter 
which just then presented itself to me. 

The village, as I say, was still asleep. Once 
I heard the distant hoofs of a horse sent clat- 
tering after the doctor, and ridden by a mes- 
senger from a house in mortal need ; but this 
was the only signal of awakened life. Up 
to this, we two had seemed to be the only 
watchers in all the world. 

Now, as I turned to see if I could discover 
whose horse it was and so who was in emer- 
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served suddenly that the sidewalk 

people. I say full of people ; 1 
here was a group behind us ; a few, 

us ; some, too, were crossing the 
;y conversed together standing at 

or walked in twos, as father and 
g ; or strolled, some of them alone. 
m seemed to have immediate busi- 

be in haste ; others sauntered as 
no occupation. Some talked and 
earnestly, or laughed loudly. 
it with a thoughtful manner, 
t at all. 

itched them I began to recognise 
lere a man, or a woman ; — there 
nen than women among them, and 
10 children. 

these people, I soon saw, were old 

af ours ; some I had known when 

lild, and had forgotten till this 

everal of them bowed to us as we 

J. One man stopped and waited 

^or us, and spoke to father, who shook hands 

"^vitli him; intimating, however, pleasantly 

^Hough, that he was hi haste, and must be 

^^cevised for passing on. 
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^Yes, yes, I see,' said the man with a 
glance at me. I then distinctly saw this per- 
son's face, and knew him, beyond a doubt, for 
an old neighbour, a certain Mr. Snarl, a 
miserly, sanctimonious man — I had never 
liked him. 

* Father ! ' I stopped short. ' Father, that 
man is dead. He has been dead for twenty 
years ! ' 

Now, at this, I began to tremble ; yet not 
from fear, I think ; from amazement, rather, 
and the great confusion which I felt. 

' And there ' — I pointed to a pale young 

man who had been thrown from his carriage 

\ (it was said because he was in no condition to 

' drive) — ' there is Bobby Bend. He died last 

winter.' 

' Well,' said father quietly, ' and what 
then?' 

'And over there — ^why, certainly that is 

Mrs. Mersey ! ' 

ft I had known Mrs. Mersey for a lovely 

I woman. She died of a fever contracted in 

» the care of a poor, neglected creature. I saw 

, her at this moment across and far down the 

j street, coming from a house where there was 



I 
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trouble. She came with a swift, elastic motion, 
unhke that of any of the others who were 
about us ; the difference was marked, and yet 
one which I should have found it at that 
time impossible to describe. Perhaps I might 
have said that she hovered above rather than 
touched the earth ; but this would not have 
defined the distinction. As I looked after her 
she disappeared ; in what direction I could 
not tell. 

* So they are dead people,' I said, with a 
sort of triumph ; almost as if I had dared my 
father to deny it. He smiled. 

' Father, I begin to be perplexed. I have 
heard of these hallucinations, of course, and 
read the authenticated stories, but I never 
supposed I could be a subject of such illusions. 
It must be because I have been so sick.' 

' Partly because you have been so sick — 
yes,' said father drawing down the corners 
of his mouth, in that way he had when he 
was amused. I went on to tell him that it 
seemed natural to see him, but that I was sur- 
prised to meet those ottiers who had left us, 
and that I did not find it altogether agreeable. 

' Are you afraid ? ' he asked me, as he had 



\ 
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before. No, I could not say that I was 
afraid. 

* Then hasten on/ he said in a different 
tone, * our business is not with them, at 
present. See I we have already left them . 
behind.' 

And, indeed, when I glanc3d back, I saw 
that we had. We, too, were now travelling 
alone together, and at a much faster speed, 
towards the outskirts of the town. We were 
moving eastward. Before us the splendid 
day was coming up. The sky was unfolding, 
shade above shade, paler at the edge, and 
glowing at the heart,. like the petals of a great 
rose. 

The snow was melting on the moors to- 
wards which we bent our steps ; the water 
stood here and there in pools, and glistened. 
A little winter bird — some chickadee or 
woodpecker — was bathing in one of these 
pools ; his tiny brown body glowed in the 
brightness, flashing to and fro. He chirped 
and twittered and seemed bursting with joy. 
As we approached the moors, the stalks of 
the sumachs, the mulberries, the golden-rod, 
and asters, all the wayside weeds and the 
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brown things that we never know and never love 
till winter, rose beautiful from the snow ; the 
icicles melted and dripped from them ; the 
dead-gold-coloured leaves of the low oaks 
rustled ; at a distance we heard the sweet 
sough from a grove of pines ; behind us the 
morning bells of the village broke into 
bubbles of cheerful sound. As we walked on 
together I felt myself grow stronger at every 
step ; my heart grew light. 

* It is a good world/ I cried, ' it is a good 
world ! ' 

* So it is,' said my father heartily, ' and 
yet — my dear daughter ' — he hesitated ; so 
long that I looked into his face earnestly, and 
then I saw that a strange gravity had settled 
upon it. It was not Uke any look that I had 
ever seen there before. 

*I have better things to show you,' he 
said gently. 

* I do not understand you, sir.' 

' We have only begun our journey, Mary ; 
and — if you do not understand — but I 
thought you would have done so by this time 
— I wonder if she is. going to be frightened 
after all ! ' 



> 
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We were now well out upon the moors, 
alone together, on the side of the hill. The 
town looked far behind us and insignificant. 
The earth dwindled and the sky grew, as we 
looked from one to the other. It seemed to 
me that I had never before noticed how small 
a portion of our range of vision is filled by 
the surface of earth, and what occupies it ; 
and how immense the proportion of the 
heavens. As we stood there, it seemed to 
overwhelm us. 

' Eise,' said my father in a voice of solemn 
authority, * rise quickly ! ' 

I struggled at his words, for he seemed to 
slip from me, and I feared to lose him. I 
struggled and struck out into the air ; I felt a 
wild excitement, like one plunged into a deep 
sea, and desperately swimming, as animals do 
and a few men, from bhnd instinct, having never 
learned. My father spoke encouragingly, 
and with tenderness. He never once let go 
my hand. I felt myself, beyond all doubt, 
soaring — slowly and weakly — but surely as- 
cending above the solid ground. 

* See ! there is nothing to fear,' he said 
from time to time. I did not answer. My 
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heart beat fast. I exerted all my strength and 
took a stronger stroke. I felt that I gained 
upon myself. I closed my eyes, looking neither 
above nor below. 

Suddenly, as gently as the opening of a 
water lily, and yet as swiftly as the cleaving of 
the lightning, there came to me a thought 
which made my brain whirl, and I cried 
aloud : 

' Fatlier, am I dead ? ' My hands slipped 
— I grew dizzy — wavered — and fluttered. I 
was sure that I should fall. At that instant I 
was caught with the iron of tenderness and 
held, like a very young child, in my father's 
arms. He said nothing, only patted me on 
the cheek, as we ascended, he seeing, and I 
blind ; he strength, and I weakness ; he who 
knew all, and I who knew nothing, silently 
wdth the rising sun athwart the rose-lit air. 

I was awed, more than there are words to 
say ; but I felt no more fear than I used to 
do when he carried me on his shoulder up the 
garden walk, after it grew dark, when I was 
tired out with play. 
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I USE the words ' ascension ' and ' arising ' in 
the superficial sense of earthly imagery. Of 
course, carefully speaking, there can be no up 
or down to the motion of beings detached from 
a revolving globe, and set adrift in space. I 
thought of this in the first moment, with the 
keenness which distinguishes between know- 
ledge and experience. I knew when our 
journey .came to an end, by the gradual cessa- 
tion of our rapid motion ; but at first I did 
not incline to investigate beyond this fact. 
Whether I was only tired, or giddy, or 
whether a Uttle of what we used to call faint- 
ness overcame me, I can hardly say. If this 
were so, it was rather a spiritual than a 
physical disability ; it was a faintness of the 
soul. Now I found this more energetic than 
the bodily sensations I had J;nown, I scarcely 

D 
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sought to wrestle against it, but lay quite still, 
where we had come to a halt. 

I wish to say here, that if you ask me 
where this was, I must answer that I do not 
know. I must say distinctly that, though after 
the act of dying I departed from the surface 
of the earth, and reached the confines of a 
different locaUty, I cannot yet instruct another 
where this place may be. 

My impression that it was not a vast dis- 
tance (measured, I mean, by an astronomical 
scale) from our globe is a strong one, which, 
however, I cannot satisfactorily defend. There 
seemed to be flowers about me ; I wondered 
what they were, but lay with my face hidden 
in my arm, not caring yet to look about. I 
thought of that old-fashioned allegory called 
' The Distant Hills,' where the good girl, when 
she died, sank upon a bed of violets ; but the 
bad girl slipped upon rolling stones beneath a 
tottering ruin. This trifling memory occupied 
me for some moments ; yet it had so great 
significance to me, that I recall it, even now, 
with pungent gratitude. 

'I shall remember what I have read.' 
This was my first thought in the new state to 
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which I had come. Minna was the name of 
the girl in the allegory. The illustrations 
were very poor, but had that uncanny fascina- 
tion which haunts allegorical pictures, often 
the more powerful because of their rudeness. 

As I lay there, still not caring, or even not 
daring to look up, the fact that I was crushing 
flowers beneath me became more apparent ; a 
delicate perfume arose and surrounded me ; 
it was like and yet unlike anything I had ever 
known ; its familiarity entranced, its novelty 
allured me. Suddenly I perceived what it 
was — 

' Mignonette ! ' 

I laughed at my own dullness in detecting 
it, and could not help wondering whether it 
were accident or design that had given me, for 
my first experience in the new life, the gratifi- 
cation of a little personal taste like this. For 
a few moments I yielded to the pure and ex- 
quisite perfume, which stole into my whole 
nature, or it seemed to me so then. After- 
wards I learned how little I knew of my ' whole 
nature ' at that time. 

Presently I took courage, and lifted my 
bcjad. I hardly know what I expected to see. 
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Visions of the Golden City in the Apocalypse 
had flitted before me. I thought of the Kiver 
of Death in the * Pilgrim's Progress/ of the 
last scene in the * Voyage of Life/ of Theremin's 
'Awakening/ of several famous books and 
pictures which I had read or seen, describing 
what we call Heaven. These works of the 
human imagination — stored away perhaps in 
the frontal lobes of the brain, as scientists used 
to tell us — had influenced my anticipations 
more than I could have believed possible till 
that moment. 

I was indeed in a beautiful place ; but it 
did not look, in any respect, as I had expected. 
No ; I think not in any respect. Many things 
which happened to me later I can describe 
more vividly than I can this first impression. 
In one way it was a very complex, in another a 
marvellously simple one. Chiefly, I think I had 
a consciousness of safety — infinite safety. All 
my soul drew a long breath — ' Nothing more 
can happen to me ! ' Yet, at the same time, I 
felt that I was at the outset of all experience. 
It was as if my heart cried aloud, 'Where shall 
I begin ? ' 

I looked about and abroad. My father 
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stood at a little distance from me, con- 
versing with some friends. I did not know 
them. They had great brightness and beauty 
of appearance. So, also, had he. He had 
altered perceptibly since he met me in the 
lower world, and seemed to glow and become 
absorbent of Ufe from some source yet unseen. 
This struck me forcibly in all the people whom 
I saw — there were many of them, going to and 
fro busily — that they were receptive and re- 
flecting beings. They differed greatly in the 
degree in which they gave this impression ; but 
all gave it. Some were quite pale, though 
pure in colour ; others glowed and shone. Yet 
when I say colour, I use an earthly word, which 
does not express my meaning. It was more 
the atmosphere or penumbra in which each 
moved that I refer to, perhaps, than the tint 
of their bodies. They had bodies, very Uke 
such as I was used to. I saw that I myself 
was not, or so it appeared, greatly changed. 
I had form and dress, and I moved at will, and 
experienced sensations of pleasure and, above 
all, of magnificent health. For a while I was 
absorbed, without investigating details, in the 
mere sense of physical ease and power. I did 
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not wish to speak, or to be spoken to, nor even 
to stir and exercise my splendid strength. It 
was more than enough to feel it, after all those 
weeks of pain. I lay back again upon the 
mignonette ; as I did so, I noticed that the 
flowers where my form had pressed them were 
not bruised ; they had sprung erect again ; 
they had not wilted, nor even hung their heads 
as if they were hurt — ^I lay back upon, and 
deep within, the mignonette, and, drowned in 
the delicate odour, gazed about me. 

Yes ; I was truly in a wonderful place. 
It was in the country (as we should say below), 
though I saw signs of large centres of life, out- 
lines of distant architecture far away. There 
were hills, and vast distances, and vistas of hUl 
tints in the atmosphere. There were forests 
of great depth. There was an expanse of 
shining water. There were fields of fine ex- 
tent and colour, undulating hke green seas. 
The sun was high — if it were the sun. At 
least there was great brilliance about me. 
Flowers must have been abundant, for the air 
was aUve with perfumes. 

When I have said this, I seem to have 
said little or nothing. Certain it is that 
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these first impressions came to me in broad 
masses, like the sweep of a large brush or 
blender upon canvas. Of details I received 
few, for a long time. I was overcome with 
a sense of Nature — freedom — ^health — beauty, 
as if — how shall I say it .^ — as if for the first 
time I understood what generic terms meant ; 
as if I had entered into the secret of all 
abstract glory; as if what we had known 
as philosophical or as poetical phrases were 
now become attainable facts, each possess- 
ing that individual existence which dreamers 
upon earth dare to believe, and of which no 
doubter can be taught. 

I am afraid I do not express this with 
anything like the simplicity with which I 
felt it ; and to describe it with anything re- 
sembling the power \vould be impossible. 

I felt my smallness and ignorance in view 
of the wonders which lay before me. ' I shall 
have time enough to study them,' I thought, 
but the thought itself thrilled me through- 
out, and proved far more of an excitant than 
a sedative. I rose slowly, and stood trem- 
bling among the mignonette. I shielded my 
eyes with my hand, not from any glare or 
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dazzle or strain, but only from the presence 
and the pressure of beauty, and so stood look- 
ing off. As I did so, certain words came to 
mind with the haunting voice of a broken 
quotation : 

' Neither have entered into the heart of 
man ' — 

* The things which God hath prepared ' — 
It was a relief to me to see my father 

coming towards me at that moment, for I 
bad, perhaps, undergone as much keen emo- 
tion as one well bears, compressed into a 
short space of time. He met me smiling. 

* And how is it, Mary ? ' 

*My first Bible verse has just occurrel 
to me, father — the first rehgious thought 
I've had in Heaven yet ! ' I tried to speak 
lightly, feehng too deeply for endurance. 
I repeated the words to him, for he asked 
me what they were which had come to me. 

*That is a pleasant experience,' he said 
quietly. ' It differs with us all. I have seen 
people enter in a transport of haste to see 
the Lord Himself— noticing nothing, forgetting 
everything. I have seen others come in a trans- 
port of terror — so afraid they were of Him.' 
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* And I had scarcely thought about seeing 
Him till now ! ' I felt ashamed of this. But 
my father comforted me by a look. 

' Each comes to his own by his own/ he 
said. ' The nature is never forced. Here 
we unfold like a leaf, a flower. He expects 
nothing of us but to be natural.' 

This seemed to me a deep saying ; and 
the more I thought of it the deeper it seemed. 
I said so as we walked, separate still from the 
others, through the beautiful weather. The 
change from a New England winter to the 
climate in which I found myself was, in 
itself, not the least of the great effects and 
delights which I experienced that first day. 

If nothing was expected of us but to be 
natural, it was the more necessary that it 
should be natural to be right. 

I felt the full force of this conviction as it 
had never been possible to feel it in the otlier 
state of being, where I was under restraint. 
The meaning of liberty broke upon me like a 
sunburst. Freedom was in and of itself the 
highest law. Had I thought that death was 
to mean release from personal obedience?' Lo, 
death itself was but the elevation of moral 
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claims, from lower to higher. I perceived 
how all demands of the larger upon the lesser 
self must be increased in the condition to 
which I had arrived. I felt overpowered for 
the moment with the intensity of these claims. 
It seemed to me that I had never really- 
known before what obligation meant. Con- 
duct was now the least of difficulties. For 
impulse, which lay behind conduct, for all 
force which wrought out fact in me, I had 
become accountable. 

' As nearly as I can make it out, father,' 
I said, ' henceforth I shall be responsible for 
my nature.' 

' Something like that ; not altogether.' 
' The force of circumstance and heredity,' 
I began, using the old earthly patois, ' Of 
course I'm not to be called to account for 
what I start with here, any more than I was 
for what I started with there. That would be 
neither science nor philosophy.' 

* We are neither unscientific nor unphilo- 
sophical, you will find,' said my father, pa- 
tiently. 

* I am very dull, sir. Be patient with me. 
What I am trying to say, I believe, is that I 
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shall feel the deepest mortification if I do not 
find it natural to do right. This feeling is so 
keen, that to be wrong must be the most un- 
natural thing in the world. There is certainly 
a great dijQTerence from what it used to be ; I 
cannot explain it. Already I am ashamed of 
the smallness of my thoughts when I first 
looked about in this place. Already I cannot 
understand why I did not spring like a foun- 
tain to the Highest, to the Best. But then, 
father, I never was a devotee, you know.' 

When I had uttered these words I felt a 
recoil from myself, and sense of discord. I 
was making excuses for myself. That used 
to be a fault of the past life. One did not do 
it here. It was as if I had committed some 
grave social indecorum. I felt myself blush- 
ing. My father noticed my embarrassment, 
and called my attention to a brook by which 
we were walking, beginning to talk of its 
peculiar translucence and rhythm, and other 
little novelties, thus kindly diverting me from 
my distress, and leaching me how we were 
spared everything we could be in Heaven, even 
in trifles like this. I was not so much as per- 
mitted to bear the edge of my regret, without 
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the velvet of tenderness interposing to blunt 
the smart. It used to be thought among us 
below that one must be allowed to suffer from 
error, to learn. It seemed to be found here, 
that one learned by being saved from suffer- 
ing. I wondered how it would be in the case 
of a really grave wrong which I might be so 
miserable as to commit ; and if I should ever 
be so unfortunate as to discover by personal 
experience. 

This train of thought went on while I was 
examining the brook. It had brilUant colours 
in the shallows, where certain strange agates 
formed pebbles of great beauty. There were 
also shells. A brook with shells enchanted 
me. I gathered some of them; they had 
opaline tints, and some were transparent as 
spun glass ; they glittered in the hand, and 
did not dull when out of the water, like the 
shells we were used to. The shadows of 
strange trees hung across the tiny brown 
current, and unfamiliar birds flashed like 
tossed jewels overhead, through the branches 
and against the wonderful colour of the- sky. 
The birds were singing. One among them 
had a marvellous note. I listened to it for 
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some time before I discovered that this bird 
was singing a Te Deum. How I knew that it 
was a Te Deum I cannot say. The others 
were more like earthly birds, except for the 
thrilUng sweetness of their notes — and I could 
not see this one, for she seemed to be hidden 
from sight upon her nest. I observed that 
the bird upon the nest sang here as well as 
that upon the bough ; and that I understood 
her : ' Te Deum laudamus — laudamus ' as dis- 
tinctly as if I had been listening to a human 
voice. 

When I had comprehended this, and stood 
entranced to listen, I began to catch the same 
melody in the murmur of the water, and per- 
ceived, to my astonishment, that the two, the 
brook and the bird, carried parts of the har- 
mony of a solemn and majestic mass. Appar- 
ently these were but portions of the whole, but 
all which it was permitted me to hear. My 
father explained to me that it was not every 
natural beauty which had the power to join in 
such surpassing chorals ; these were selected , 
for reasons which he did not attempt to specify. 
I surmised that they were some of the sim- 
plest of the wonders of this mythical world. 
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which were entrusted to new-comers, as being 
first within the range of their capacities. I 
was enraptured with what I heard. The Hght 
throbbed about me. The sweet harmony rang 
on. I bathed my face in the musical water — 
it was as if I absorbed the sound at the pores 
of my skin. Dimly I received a hint of the 
possible existence of a sense or senses of which 
I had never heard. 

What wonders were to come ! What know- 
ledge, what marvel, what stimulation and satis- 
faction ! And I had but just begun ! I was 
overwhelmed with this thought, and looked 
about ; I knew not which way to turn ; I had 
not what to say. Where was the first step ? 
What was the next delight ? The fire of dis- 
covery kindled in my veins. Let us hasten, 
that we may investigate Heaven ! 

' Shall we go on ? ' asked father, regard- 
ing me earnestly. 

* Yes, yes ! ' I cried, ^ let us go on. Let 
us see more — ^learn all. What a world have 
I come to! Let us begin at the beginning, 
and go to the end of it ! Come quickly ! ' 

I caught his hand, and we started on my 
eager mood. I felt almost a superabundance 



BEYOND THE GATES. 47 

of vitality, and sprang along ; there was ever- 
lasting health within my bounding arteries ; 
there was eternal vigour in my firm muscle 
and sinews. How shall I express to one who 
has never experienced it, the consciousness of 
life that can never die ? 

I could have leaped, flown, or danced like a 
child. I knew not how to walk sedately, like 
others whom I saw about us, who looked at me 
smiling, as older people look at the young on 
earth. * I, too, have felt thus — and thus.' I 
wanted to exercise the power of my arms and 
limbs. I longed to test the triumphant poise 
of my nerve. My brain grew clearer and 
clearer, while for the gladness in my heart 
there is not any earthly word. As I bounded 
on, I looked more curiously at the construction 
of the body in which I found myself. It was, 
and yet it was not, like that which I had worn 
on earth. I seemed to have slipped out of one 
garment into another. Perhaps it was nearer 
the truth to say that it was like casting off 
an outer for an inner dress. There were ner- 
vous and arterial and other systems, it seemed, 
to which I had been accustomed. I cannot ex- 
plain wherein they differed, as they surely di^. 
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and did enormously, from tlieir representatives 
below. If I say that I felt as if I had got into 
the soul of a body^ shall I be understood ? It 
was as if I had been encased, one body within 
the other, to use a small earthly comparison, 
Hke the ivory figures which curious Chinese 
carvers cut within temple windows. I was 
constantly surprised at this. I do not know 
what I had expected, but assuredly nothing 
like the fact. Vague visions of gaseous or 
meteoric angelic forms have their place in the 
imaginations of most of us below ; we picture 
our future selves as a kind of nebulosity. 
When I felt the spiritual flesh, when I used 
the strange muscle, when I heard the new 
heart-beat of my heavenly identity, I remem- 
bered certain words, with a sting of mortifica- 
tion that 1 had known them all my Ufe, and 
paid so cool a heed to them : ' There is a ter- 
restrial body, and there is a celestial body.' 
The glory of the terrestrial was one. Behold, 
the glory of the celestial was another. St. 
Paul had set this tremendous assertion revolv- 
ing in the sky of the human mind, like a star 
which we had not brought into our astronomy. 
It was not a hint or a hope that he gave ; 
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it was the affirmation of a man wlio presumed 
to know. In common with most of his readers, 
I had received his statement with a poor in- 
credulity or cold disregard. Nothing in the 
whole range of what we used to call the Bible 
had been more explicit than those words ; 
neither metaphor, nor allegory, nor parable 
befogged them ; they were as clear cut as the 
dictum of Descartes. I recalled them with 
confusion, as I bounded over the elastic and 
wondrously-tinted grass. 

Never before, at least, had I known what 
the colour of green should be; resembling, 
while differing from that called by the name on 
earth — a development of a colour, a blossom 
from a bud, a marvel from a commonplace. 
Thus the sweet and common clothing which 
God had given to our familiar earth, trans- 
figured, wrapped again the hills and fields of 
Heaven. And oh, what else .^ what next ? I 
turned to my father to ask him in which 
direction we were going ; at this moment an 
arrest of the whole current of feeling checked 
me like a great dam. 

Up to this point I had gone dizzily on ; I 
had experienced the thousand diversions of a 

E 
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traveller in a foreign land ; and, like such a 
traveller, I had become oblivious of that which 
I had left. The terrible incapacity of the 
human mind to retain more than one class of 
strong impressions at once, was temporarily- 
increased by the strain of this, the greatest of 
all human experiences. The new had expelled 
the old. In an intense revulsion of feeling, too 
strong for expression, I turned my back on the 
beautiful landscape. All Heaven was before 
me, but dear, daily love was behind. 

* Father,' I said, choking, ' I never forgot 
them before in all my hfe. Take me home ! 
Let me go at once. I am not fit to be alive 
if Heaven itself can lead me to neglect my 
mother.' 
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In my distress I turned and would have fled, 
which way I knew not. I was swept up like 
a weed on a surge of self-reproach and long- 
ing. What was eternal life if she had found 
out that I was dead ? What were the splen- 
dours of Paradise if she missed me ? It was 
made evident to me that my father was grati- 
fied at the turn my impulses had taken, but 
he intimated that it might not be possible to 
follow them, and that this was a matter which 
must be investigated before acting. This sur- 
prised me, and I inquired of him eagerly — 
yet I think not passionately, not angrily, as I 
should once have done at the thwarting of 
such a wish as that — what he meant by the 
doubt he raised. 

*It is not always permitted,' he said 
gravely. * We cannot return when we would. 

£ 2 
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We go upon these errands when it is Willed. 
I will go and learn what the Will may be for 
you touching this matter. Stay here and wait 
for me.' 

Before I could speak he had departed 
swiftly, with the great and glad motion of 
those who go upon sure business in this happy 
place ; as if he himself, at least, obeyed unseen 
directions, and obeyed them with his whole 
being. To me, so lately from a lower life, and 
still so choked witli its errors, this loving 
obedience of the soul to a great central Force 
which I felt on every hand, but comprehended 
not, as yet, affected me like the discovery of a 
truth in science. It was as if I had found a 
new law of gravitation, to be mastered only 
by infinite attention. I fell to thinking more 
quietly after my father had left me alone. 
There came a subsidence to my tempestuous 
impulse, which astonished myself. I felt my- 
self drawn and shaped, even like a wave by 
the tide, by something mightier far than my 
own wish. But there was this about the state 
of feeling into which I had come : that which 
controlled me was not only greater, it was 
dearer than my desire. Already a calmnesg 
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conquered my storm. Already my heart 
awaited, without outburst or out-thrust, the 
expression of that other desire which should 
decide my fate in this most precious matter. 
All the old rebelHon was gone, even as the 
protest of a woman goes on earth before the 
progress of a mighty love. I no longer argued 
and explained. . I did not require or insist. 
Was it possible that I did not even doubt? 
The mysterious, celestial law of gravitation 
grappled me. I could no more presume to 
understand it than I could trifle to withstand 
it. 

I had not been what is called a submissive 
person. All my life, obedience had torn me 
in twain. Below, it had cost me all I had to 
give, to cultivate what believers called tru&t 
in God. 

I had indeed tried, in a desperate and 
faulty fashion, but I had often been bitterly 
ashamed at the best result which I could 
achieve, feeling that I scarcely deserved to 
count myself among His children, or to call 
myself by the Name which represented the 
absolute obedience of the strongest nature 
that human history had known. Always, 
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under all, I had doubted whether I accepted 
God's will because I wanted to, so much as 
because I had to. This fear had given me 
much pain, but being of an active tempera- 
ment, far, perhaps too far, removed from 
mysticism, I had gone on to the next fight, or 
the next duty, without settHng my diflSculties ; 
and so, like others of my sort, battled along 
through life as best or as worst I might. I 
had always hurried more than I had grown. 
To be sure, I was not altogether to blame for 
this, since circumstances had driven me fast, 
not always for my own sake ; but clearly it 
may be as much of a misfortune to be too 
busy, as to be idle ; and one whose subtlest 
effects are latest perceived. I could now 
understand it to be reasonable, that if I had 
taken more time on earth to cultivate myself 
for the conditions of Heaven, I might have 
had a different experience at the outset of this 
life, in which one was never in a hurry. 

My father returned from his somewhat 
protracted absence, while I was thinking of 
these things thus quietly. My calmer mood 
went out to meet his face, from which I saw 
at once what was the result of his errand, and 
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SO a gentle process prepared me for my dis- 
appointment when he said that it was not 
Willed that I should go to her at this imme- 
diate time. He advised me to rest awhile 
before taking the journey, and to seek this 
rest at once. No reasons were given for this 
command ; yet strangely, I felt it to be the 
most reasonable thing in the world. 

No; blessedly no! I did not argue, or 
protest, I did not dash out my wild wish, I 
did not ask or answer anything — how won- 
derful ! 

Had I needed proof any longer that I was 
dead and in Heaven, this marvellous adjust- 
ment of my will to that other would in itself 
have told me what and where I was. 

I cannot say that this process took place 
without effort. I found a certain magnificent 
effort in it, Hke that involved in the free use 
of my muscles ; but it took place without pain. 
I did indeed ask, — 

^ WiU it be long ? ' 

' Not long.' 

* That is kind in ffim ! ' I remember say- 
ing, as we moved away. For now, I found 
that I thought first rather of what He gave 
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than of what He denied. It seemed to me 
that I had acquired a new instinct. I felt it 
throbbing through me like a pulse. My being 
was larger by the acquisition of a fresh power. 
I felt a httle as I used to do below, when I had 
conquered a new language. 

I had met, and by His loving mercy I had 
mastered, my first trial in the eternal life. 
This was to be remembered. It was hke the 
shifting of a plate upon a camera. 

More wearied than I had thought by the 
effort, I was glad to sink down beneath the 
trees in a nook my father showed me, and 
yield to the drowsiness which stole upon me 
after the great excitement of the day. It was 
not yet dark, but I was indeed tired. A sin- 
gular subsidence, not like our twilight, but 
yet reminding one of it, had fallen upon the 
vivid colour of the air. No one was passing ; 
the spot was secluded ; my father bade me 
farewell for the present, saying that he should 
return again ; and I was left alone. 

The grass was softer than eider of the 
lower world ; and lighter than snow-flakes, the 
leaves that fell from low-hanging boughs about 
me. Distantly, I heard moving water; and 
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more near, sleepy birds. More distant yet, 
I caught, and lost, and caught again, frag- 
ments of orchestral music. I felt infinite 
security. I had the blessedness of weariness 
which knew it could not miss of sleep. Dreams 
stole upon me with motion and touch so ex- 
quisite that I thought : * Sleep itself is a new 
joy ; what we had below was only a hint of 
the real thing,' as I sank into deep and deeper 
rest. 

Do not think that I forgot my love and 
longing to be elsewhere. I think the wish to 
see her and to comfort her grew clearer every 
moment. But stronger still, hke a comrade 
marching beside it, I felt the pacing of that 
great desire which had become dearer than 
my own. 
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When I waked, I was still alone. There 
seemed to have been showers, for the leaves 
and grass about me were wet ; yet I felt no 
chill or dampness, or any kind of injury from 
this fact. Eatherl had a certain refreshment, 
as if my sleeping senses had drunk of the 
peace and power of the dew which flashed ^ 

far and near about me. The intense excite- 
ment under which I had laboured since coming 
to this place was calmed. All the fevers of 
feeling were laid. I could not have said 
whether there had been what below we called 
night, or how the passage of time had marked 
itself; I only knew that I had experienced 
the recuperation of night, and that I sprang 
to the next duty or delight of existence with 
the vigour of recurring day. 

As I rose from the grass, I noticed a four- 
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leafed clover, and remembering the pretty 
little superstition we used to have about it, I 
plucked it, and held it to my face, and so 
learned that the rain-drop in this new land 
had perfume ; an exquisite scent ; as if into 
the essence of brown earth and spicy roots, 
and aromatic green things, such as summer 
rain distils with us from out a fresh-washed 
world, there were mingled an inconceivable 
odour drawn out of the heart of the sky. 
Metaphysicians used to teU us that no man 
ever imagined a new perfume, even in his 
dreams. I could see that they were right, for 
anything hke the perfume of clover after a 
rain in Heaven had never entered into my 
sense or soul before. I saved the clover * for 
good luck,' as I used to do. 

Overhead there was a marvel. There 
seemed to have been clouds — their passing 
and breaking, and flitting — and now, behold 
the heavens themselves, bared of all their 
storm-drapery, had drawn across their daz- 
zling forms a veil of glory. From what, for 
want of better knowledge, I. still called East 
to West, and North to South, one supernal 
prism swept. The whole canopy of the sky 
was a rainbow. 
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It is impossible to describe this sight in 
any earthly tongue, to any dwellers of the 
earth. I stood beneath it, as a drop stands 
beneath the ocean. For a time I could only 
feel the surge of beauty — mere beauty — roll 
above me. Then, I think, as the dew had 
fallen from the leaf, so I sunk upon my knees. 
I prayed because it was natural to pray, and 
felt God in my soul as the prism feels the 
primary colour, while I thanked Him that I 
was immortally alive. It had never been like 
this before, to pray ; nay, prayer itself was 
now one of the discoveries of Heaven. It 
throbbed through me like the beat of a new 
heart. It seemed to me that He. must be very 
near me. Almost it was, as if He and I were 
alone together in the Universe. For the first 
time, the passionate wish to be taken into His 
very visible presence, — that intense desire 
which I had heard of, as overpowering so many 
of the newly dead, — began to take great pos- 
session of me. But I put it aside, since it was 
not permitted, and a consciousness of my un- 
fitness came to me, which made the wish itself 
seem a kind of mistake. I think this feeling 
was not unlike what we called below a sense 
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of sin. I did not give it that name at that 
time. It had come to me so naturally and 
gradually, that there was no strain or pain 
about it. Yet when I had it, I could no 
longer conceive of being without it. It seemed 
to me that I was a stronger and wiser woman 
for it. A certain gentleness and humiUty 
different from what I had been used to, in my 
life of activity, wherein so many depended on 
me, and on the decided faculties of my nature, 
accompanied the growing sense of personal 
unworthiness with which I entered on the 
blessedness of everlasting life. 

I watched the rainbow of the sky till it 
had begun to fade — an event in itself an ex- 
quisite wonder, for each tint of the prism 
flashed out and ran in lightning across the 
heavens before falling to its place in the 
primary colour, till at the last the whole spec- 
tacle was resolved into the three elements, the 
red, the yellow, and the blue ; which them- 
selves moved on and away, like a conqueror 
dismissing a pageant. 

When this gorgeous scene had ended, I 
was surprised to find that though dead and 
in Heaven, I was hungry. I gathered fruits 
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which grew near, of strange form and flavour, 
but delicious to the taste past anything I had 
ever eaten, and I drank of the brook where 
the shells were, feehng greatly invigorated 
thereby. I was beginning to wonder where 
my father was, when I saw him coming to- 
wards me. He greeted me with his old good- 
morning kiss, laying his hand upon my head 
in a benediction that filled my soul. 

As we moved on together, I asked him if 
he remembered how we used to say below : 

* What a heavenly day ! ' 

Many people seemed to be passing on the 
road which we had chosen, but as we walked 
on they grew fewer. 

* There are those who wish to speak with 
you,' he said with a slight hesitation, ' but 
all things can wait here ; we learn to wait 
ourselves. You are to go to your mother 
now.' 

*And not with you?' I asked, having a 
certain fear of the mystery of my undertaking. 
He shook his head with a look more nearly 
like disappointment ^than anything I had seen 
upon his face in this new life ; explaining to 
me, however, with cheerful acquiescence, that 
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it was not Willed that lie should join me on 
my journey. 

' Tell her that I come shortly/ he added, 
' and that I come alone. She will understand. 
And have no fear ; you have much to learn, 
but it will come syllable by syllable.' 

Now swiftly, at the instant while he spoke 
with me, I found myself alone and in a moun- 
tainous region, from which a great outlook 
was before me. I saw the kingdoms of 
heaven and the glory of them, spread out be- 
fore me like a map. A mist of the colours of 
amethyst and emerald interfused, enwrapped 
the outlines of the landscape. All details 
grew blurred and beautiful Uke a dream at 
which one snatches vainly in the morning. 
Off, and beyond, the infinite ether throbbed. 
Yonder, like a speck upon a sunbeam, swam 
the tiny globe which we called earth. Stars 
and suns flashed and faded, revolving and 
waiting in their places. Surely it was growing 
dark, for they sprang out like mighty light- 
houses upon the greyness of the void. 

The splendours of the Southern Cross 
streamed far into the strange light, neither of 
night or day, not of twilight or dawn, which 
surrounded me. 
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Coloured suns, of which astronomers had 
indeed taught us, poured undreamed-of hght 
upon unknown planets. I passed worlds 
whose luminaries gave them scarlet, green, 
and purple days. * These too,' I thought, ' I 
shall one day visit.' I flashed through currents 
of awful colour, and measures of awful night. 
I felt more than I perceived, and wondered 
more than T feared. It was some moments 
before I realised, by these few astronomical 
details, that I was adrift, alone upon the 
mystery and mightiness of Space. 

Of this strange and sohtary journey, I can 
speak so imperfectly, that it were better almost 
to leave it out of my narrative. Yet, when I 
remember how I have sometimes heard those 
still upon earth conceive, with the great fear 
and ignorance of earth-trained imagination, of 
such transits of the soul from point to point in 
ether, I should be glad to express at least the 
incomplete impression which I received from 
this experience. 

The strongest of these, and the sweetest, 
was the sense of safety — and still the sense of 
safety ; unassailable, everlasting ; blessed be- 
yond the thought of an insecure Ufe to com- 
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pass. To be dead, was to be dead to danger, 
dead to fear. To be dead, was to be alive to 
a sense of assured good chance that nothing 
in the universe could shake. 

So I felt no dread, believe me, though much 
awe and amazement, as I took my first journey 
from Heaven to earth. I have elsewhere said 
that the distance, by astronomical calculation, 
was in itself perhaps not enormous. I had an 
impression that I was crossing a great sphere 
or penumbra, belonging to the earth itself, and 
having a certain relation to it, like the soul to 
the body of a man. 

Was Heaven located within or upon this 
world-soul ? The question occurred to me, but 
up to this time, I am still unable to answer it. 
The transit itself was swift and subtle as a 
thought. Indeed, it seemed to me that thought 
itself might have been my vehicle of convey- 
ance ; or perhaps I should say, feehng. My 
love and longing took me up like pollen taken 
by the wind. As I approached the spot 
where my dear ones dwelt and sorrowed for 
me, desire and speed both increased by a 
mighty momentum. 

Now I did not find this journey as difficult 
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as that other, when I had departed, a freshly- 
freed soul, from earth to Heaven. I learned 
that I was now subject to other natural laws. 
A celestial gravitation controlled the celestial 
body, as that of the earth had compelled the 
other. I was upborne in space by this new 
and mysterious influence. Yet there was no 
dispute between it and the other law, the 
eternal law of love, which drew me down. 
Between soul and body, in the heavenly 
existence, there could be no more conflict 
than between hght and an ether wave. 

I do not say that I performed this journey 
without efibrt or intelligence. All the httle 
knowledge I ever had was taxed in view of 
the grandeurs and the mysteries around me. 
Shall I be believed if I say that I recalled all 
the astronomy and geography that my hfe as 
a teacher had left still somewhat freshly im- 
printed on the memory? that the facts of 
physics recurred to me, even in that inroad 
of feeling? and that I guided myself to the 
httle Massachusetts town as I would have 
found it upon a globe at school ? Already 1 
learned that no acquisition of one life is lost 
in the next. Already I thanked God for 
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everything I knew, only wishing, with the 
passion of ignorance newly revealed to itself 
by the dawn of wisdom, that my poor little 
human knowledge had ever truly deserved 
the high name of study, or stored my thought 
with its eternal results. 
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As I approached the scene of my former life, 
I met many people. I had struck a realm of 
spirits which at first perplexed me. They 
did not look happy, and seemed possessed by 
great unrest. I obserred that, though they 
fluttered and moved impatiently, none rose 
far above the surface of the earth. Most of 
them were employed in one way or another 
upon it. Some bought and sold ; some ate 
and drank ; others occupied themselves in 
coarse pleasures, from which one could but 
turn away the eyes. There were those who 
were busied in more refined ways : — students 
with eyes fastened to dusty volumes ; virtuosos 
who hung about a picture, a statue, a tapestry, 
that had enslaved them ; one musical creature 
I »aw, who ought to have been of exquisite 
organisation, judging from his hands — he 
played perpetually upon an instrument which 
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he could not tune ; women, I saw too, who 
robed and disrobed without a gUnt of pleasure 
in their faded faces. 

There were ruder souls than any of these 
— but one sought for them in the dens of the 
eartli ; their dead hands still were red with 
stains of blood, and in their dead hearts reigned 
the remnants of hideous passions. 

' Of all these appearances, which I still found 
it natural to call phenomena as I should once 
have done, it will be remembered that I re- 
ceived the temporary and imperfect impression 
of a person passing swiftly through a crowd, 
so that I do not wish my account to be ac- 
cepted ^for anything more trustworthy than 
it is. 

While I was wondering greatly what it 
meant, some one joined and spoke to me 
familiarly, and, turning, I saw it to be that 
old neighbour, Mrs. Mersey, to whom I have 
alluded, who, like myself, seemed to be bent 
upon an errand, and to be but a visitor upon 
the earth. She was a most lovely spirit, as 
she had always been, and I grasped her hand 
cordially while we swept on rapidly together 
to our journey's end. 
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' Do tell me/ I whispered, as soon as I 
could draw her near enough, * who all these 
people are, and what it means. I fear to 
guess. And yet indeed they seem like the 
dead who cannot get away/ 

' Alas,' she sighed, ' you have said it. 
They loved nothing, they lived for nothing, 
they believed in nothing, they cultivated 
themselves for nothing but the earth. They 
simply lack the spiritual momentum to get 
away from it. It is as much the working of 
a natural law as the progress of a fever. Many 
of my duties have been among such as these. 
I know them well. They need time and tact 
in treatment, and oh, the greatest patience ! 
At first it discouraged me, but I am learning 
the enthusiasm of my work.' 

' These, tlien,' I said, ' were those I saw in 
that first hour, when my father led me out of 
the house, and through the street. I saw you 
among them, Mrs. Mersey, but I knew even 
then that you were not of them. But surely 
they do not stay for ever prisoners of the earth ? 
Surely such a blot on the face of spiritual life 
cannot but fade away ? I am a new-comer. 
I am still quite ignorant, you see. But I do 
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not understand, any more than I did before, 
how that could be.' 

' They have their choice,' she answered 
vaguely. But when I saw the high solemnity 
of her aspect, I feared to press my questions. 
I could not, however, or I did not forbear 
saying : — 

' At least you must have persuaded already 
many to sever themselves from such a condi- 
tion as this ? ' 

' Already some, I hope,' she rephed eva- 
sively, as she moved away. She always had 
remarkably fine manners, of which death had 
by no means deprived her. I admired her 
graciousness and dignity as she passed from 
my side to that of one we met, who, in a de- 
jected voice, called her by her name, and in- 
timated that he wished to speak with her. 
He was a pale and restless youth, and I thought, 
but was not sure, for we separated so quickly, 
that it was the little fellow I spoke of, Bobby 
Bend. I looked back, after I had advanced 
some distance on my way, and saw the two 
together, conversing earnestly. While I was 
still watching them, it seemed to me, though 
I cannot be positive upon this point, that they 
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had changed their course, and were quietly as- 
cending, she leading, he following, above the 
dismal sphere in which she found the lad, and 
that his heavy, awkward, downward motions 
became freer, struggling upward, as I gazed. 

I had now come to the location of my old 
home, and as I passed through the familiar 
village streets, I saw that night was coming 
on. I met many whom I knew, both of those 
called dead and living. The former recog- 
nised me, but the latter saw me not. No one 
detained me, however, for I felt in haste which 
I could not conceal. 

With high-beating heart, I approached the 
dear old house. No one was astir. As I 
turned the handle of the door, a soft, sickening 
touch crawled around my wrist ; recoiUng, I 
found that I was entwisted in a piece of crape 
which the wind had blown against me. 

I went in softly ; but I might have spared 
myself the pains. No one heard me, though 
the heavy door creaked, I thought, as emphati- 
cally as it always had — loudest when we were 
out latest, and longest when we shut it quick- 
est. I went into the parlour and stood, for a 
moment, uncertain what to do. 
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Alice was there, and my married sister 
Jane, with her husband and little boy. They 
sat about the fire, conversing sadly. Alice's 
pretty eyes were disfigured with crying. They 
spoke constantly of me. Alice was relating 
to Jane and her family the particulars of my 
illness. I was touched to hear her call me 
* patient and sweet ; ' — none the less because 
she had often told me I was the most impatient 
member of the family. 

No one had observed my entrance. Of 
course I was prepared for this, but I cannot 
tell why I should have felt it, as I certainly 
did. A low bamboo chair, cushioned with 
green cretonne, stood by the table. I had a 
fancy for this chair, and, pleased that they 
had left it unoccupied, advanced and took it, 
in the old way. It was with something almost 
like a shock, that I found myself unnoticed in 
the very centre of their group. 

While I sat there, Jane moved to fix the 
fire, and, in returning, made as if she would 
take the bamboo chair. 

' Oh, don't ! ' said Alice, sobbing freshly. 
Jane's own tears sprang, and she turned 
away. 
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' It seems to me,' said my brother-in-law, 
looking about with the patient grimace of 
a business man compelled to waste time at 
a funeral, 'that there has a cold draught 
come* into this room from somewhere. Nobody 
has left the front door open, I hope. I'll go 
and see.' 

He went, glad of the excuse to stir about, 
poor fellow, and I presume he took a comfort- 
able smoke outside. 

The little boy started after his father, but 
was bidden back, and crawled up into the 
chair where I was sitting. I took the child 
upon my lap, and let him stay. No one re- 
moved him, he grew so quiet, and he was soon 
asleep in my arms. This pleased me ; but I 
could not be contented long, so I kissed the 
boy and put him down. He cried bitterly, 
and ran to his mother for comfort. 

While they were occupied with him, I 
stole away. I thought I knew where mother 
would be, and was ashamed of myself at the 
reluctance I certainly had to enter my own 
room, under these exciting circumstances. 

Conquering this timidity, as unwomanly 
and unworthy, I went up and opened the 
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familiar door. I had begun to learn that 
neither sound nor sight followed my motions 
now, so that I was not surprised at attracting 
no attention from the lonely occupant of the 
room. I closed the door — from long habit I 
still made an effort to turn the latch softly — 
and resolutely examined what I saw. 

My mother was there, as I had expected. 
The room was cold — there was no fire — and 
she had on her heavy blanket shawl. The 
gas was lighted, and one of my red candles, 
but both burned dimly. The poor woman's 
magenta geranium had frozen. My mother 
sat in the red easy-chair, which, being a huge, 
old-fashioned thing, surrounded and shielded 
her from the draught. My clothes, and medi- 
cines, and all the little signs of sickness had 
been removed. The room was swept and 
orderly. Above the bed, the pictures and the 
carved cross looked down. 

Below them, calm as sleep, and cold as 
frost, and terrible as silence, lay that which 
had been I. 
I She did not shrink. She was sitting close 

beside it. She gazed at it with the tenderness 
which death itself could not affright. Mother 
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was not crying. She did not look as if she I 

had shed tears for a long time. But her wan- | 

ness and the drawn lines about her mouth ^ 

were hard to see. Her aged hands trembled 

as she cut the locks of hair from the neck of 

the dead. She was growing to be an old 

woman. And I — her first-born — ^I had been 

her staff of life, and on me she had thought to 

lean in her widowed age. She seemed to me 

to have grown feeble fast in the time since I 

had left her. 

All my soul rushed to my lips, and I cried 
out — it seemed that either the dead or the 
living must hear that cry — 

* Mother ! Oh, my dear mother 1 ' 

But deaf as fife she sat before me. She 
had just cut off the lock of hair she wanted ; 
as I spoke, the curling ends of it twined around 
her fingers ; I tried to snatch it away, thinking 
thus to arrest her attention. 

The lock of hair trembled, turned, and 
clung the closer to the living hand. She 
pressed it to her lips with the passion of 
desolation. 

' But, mother,' I cried once more, ' I am 
here' I flung my arms about her and kissed 
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her again and again. I called and entreated 
her by every dear name that household love 
had taught us. I besought her to turn, to see, 
to hear, to believe, to be comforted. I told 
her how blest was I, how bountiful was death. 

' I am ahve,' I said. ' I am aUve ! I see 
you, I touch you, hear you, love you, hold 
you ! ' I tried argument and severity ; I tried 
tenderness. and ridicule. 

She turned at this : it seemed to me that 
she regarded me. She stretched her arms 
out ; her aged hands groped to and fro as if 
she felt for something and found it not ; she 
shook her head, her dim eyes gazed blankly 
into mine. She sighed patiently, and rose as 
if to leave the room, but hesitated — covered 
the face of the dead body — caressed it once 
or twice as if it had been a living infant — and 
then, taking up her Bible, which had been 
upon the chair beside her, dropped upon her 
knees, and holding the book against her 
sunken cheek, abandoned herself to silent 
prayer. 

This was more than I could bear just then, 
and thinking to collect myself by a few 
moments' solitude, I left her. But as I stood 
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in the dark hall, uncertain and unquiet, I 
noticed a long, narrow line of light at my 
feet, and, following it confusedly, found that 
it came from the crack in the closed but 
unlatched door of another well-remembered 
room. I pushed the door open hurriedly and 
closed it behind me. 

My brother sat in this room alone. His 
fire was blazing cheerfully and, flashing, 
revealed the deer's-head from the Adiron- 
dacks, the stufled rose-curlew from Florida, 
the gull's wing from Cape Ann, the gun and 
rifle and bamboo fish-pole, the class photo- 
graphs over the mantel, the feminine features 
on porcelain in velvet frames, all the Uttle 
trappings with which I was familiar. Tom 
had been trying to study, but his Homer lay 
pushed away, with crumpled leaves, upon the 
table. Buried in his lexicon — one strong 
elbow intervening — down, like a hero thrown, 
the boy's face had gone. 

' Tom,' I said quietly — I always spoke 
quietly to Tom, who had a constitutional fear 
of what he called ' emotions ' — * Tom, you'd 
better be studying your Greek. I'd much 
rather see you. Come, I'll help you.' 
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He did not move, poor fellow, and as I 
came nearer, I saw to my heart-break, that 
our Tom was crying. Sobs shook his huge 
frame, and down between the iron fingers, 
toughened by base-ball matches, tears had 
streamed upon the pages of the ' Odyssey.' 

' Tom, Tom, old fellow, don't ! ' I cried, 
and, hungry as love, I took the boy. I got 
upon the arm of the smoking-chair, as I used 
to, and so had my hands about his n.eck, and 
my cheek upon his curly hair, and would have 
soothed him. Indeed, he did grow calm, 
and calmer, as if he yielded to my touch ; and 
presently he lifted his wet face, and looked 
about the room, half ashamed, half defiant, as 
if to ask who saw that. 

* Come, Tom,' I tried again. ' It really 
isn't so bad as you think. And there is 
mother catching cold in that room. Go and 
get her away from the body. It is no place 
for her. She'll get sick. Nobody can manage 
her as well as you.' 

As if he heard me, he arose. As if he 
knew me, he looked for the flashing of an 
instant into my eyes. 

' I don't see how a gu'l of her sense can be 
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dead^ said the boy aloud. He stretched his 
arms once above his head, and out into the 
bright, empty room, and I heard him groan in 
a way that wrung my heart. I went im- 
pulsively to him, and as his arms closed, they 
closed about me strongly. He stood for a 
moment quite still. I could feel the nervous 
strain subsiding all over his big soul and 
body. 

' Hush ! ' I whispered. ' I'm no more dead 
than you are.' 

If he heard, what he felt, God knows. 
I speak of a mystery. No optical illusion, 
no tactual hallucination could hold the boy 
who took all the medals at the gymnasium. 
The hearty, healthy fellow could receive no 
abnormal sign from the love and longing of the 
dead. Only spirit unto spirit could attempt 
that strange out-reaching. Spirit unto spirit, 
was it done? Still, I relate a mystery, and 
what shall I say ? His professor in the class- 
room of metaphysics would teach him next 
week that grief owns the law of the rhythm of 
motion ; and that at the oscillation of the pen- 
dulum the excitement of anguish shall subside 
into apathy which mourners aUke treat as a 
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disloyalty to the dead, and court as a nervous 
relief to the living. 

Be this as it may, the boy grew suddenly 
calm, and even cheerful, and followed me at 
once. I led him directly to his mother, and 
left them for a time alone together. 

After this my own calm, because my own 
confidence, increased. My dreary sense of 
helplessness before the suflenDg of those I 
loved, gave place to the consciousness of 
power to reach them. I detected this power 
in myself in an undeveloped form, and 
reahsed that it might require exercise and 
culture, like all other powers, if I would 
make valuable use of it. I could already 
regard the cultivation of the faculty which 
would enable love to defy death, and spirit 
to conquer matter, as hkely to be one of the 
occupations of a full life. 

I went out into the fresh air for a time to 
think these thoughts through by myself, undis- 
turbed by the sight of grief that I could not 
remove ; and strolled up and down the village 
streets in the frosty night. 

When I returned to the house they had all 
separated for the night, sadly seeking sleep in 

G 
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view of the events of the morrow, when, as I 
had already inferred, the funeral would take 
place. 

I spent the night among them, chiefly with 
my mother and Tom, passing unnoticed from 
room to room, and comforting them in such 
ways as I found possible. The boy had locked 
his door, but after a few trials I found myself 
able to pass the medium of this resisting 
matter, and to enter and depart according to 
my will. Tom finished his lesson in the 
' Odyssey,' and I sat by and helped him when 
I could. This I found possible in simple 
ways, which I may explain farther at another 
time. We had often studied together, and 
his mind the more readily, therefore, re- 
sponded to the influence of my own. He 
was soon well asleep, and I was free to give 
all my attention to my poor mother. Of 
those long and solemn hours, what shall I 
say ? I thought she would never, never rest. 
I held her in these arms the livelong night. 
With these hands I caressed and calmed her. 
With these lips I kissed her. With this breath 
I warmed her cold brow and fingers. With 
all my soul and body I willed that I would 
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cQinfort her, and I believe, thank God, I did. 
At dawn she slept peacefully ; she slept late, 
and rose refreshed. I remained closely by her 
throughout the day. 

They did their best, let me say, to provide 
me with a Christian funeral, partly in accord- 
ance with some wishes I had expressed in 
writing, partly from the impulse of their own 
good sense. Not a curtain was drawn to 
darken the house of death. The blessed 
winter sunshine flowed in like the current of 
a broad stream, through low, wide windows. 
No ghastly ' funeral flowers ' filled the room ; 
there was only a cluster of red pinks upon the 
coffin, and the air was sweet but not heavy 
with the carnation perfume that they knew I 
loved. My dead body and face they had 
covered with a deep red pall, just shaded off 
the black, as dark as darkness could be, and 
yet be redness. Not a bell was tolled. Not a 
tear — at least, I mean, by those nearest me — 
not a tear was shed. As the body was carried 
from the house, the voices of unseen singers 
lifted the German funeral chant : — 

Go forth ! go on^ with solemn soDg ; 
Short is the way ; the rest is long ! 

G 2 
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At the grave they sang : — 

Softly now the light of day, 

since my mother had asked for one of the old 
hymns ; and besides the usual Scriptural Burial 
Service, a friend, who was dear to me, read 
Mrs. Browning's ' Sleep.' 

It was all as I would have had it, and I 
looked on peacefully. If I could have spoken 
I would have said : ' You have buried me 
cheerfully, as Christians ought, as a Christian 
ought to be.' 

I was greatly touched, I must admit, at the 
grief of some of the poor, plain people who 
followed my body on its final journey to the 
village churchyard. The woman who sent 
the magenta geranium refused to be comforted, 
and there were one or two young girls whom 
I had been so fortunate as to assist in difficul- 
ties, who, I think, did truly mourn. Some of 
i^y boys from the Grand Army were there 
too, — some, I mean, whom it had been my 
privilege to care for in the hospitals in the old 
war days. They came in uniform, and held 
their caps before their eyes, It did please me 
to see them there, 
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When the brief service at the grave was 
over, I would have gone home with my 
mother, feehng that she needed me more than 
ever ; but as I turned to do so, I was ap- 
proached by a spirit whose presence I had 
not observed. It proved to be my father. 
He detained me, explaining that I should 
remain where I was, feeling no fear, but 
making no protest, till the Will governing my 
next movement might be made known to me. 
.So I bade my mother good-bye, and Tom, as 
well as I could in the surprise and confusion, 
and watched them all as they went away. She, 
as she walked, seemed to those about her to 
be leaning only upon her son. But I beheld 
my father tenderly hastening close beside her, 
while he supported her with the arm which 
had never failed her yet, in all their loving 
lives. Therefore I could let her go, without 
distress. 

The funeral procession departed slowly ; 
the grave was filled ; one of the mill-girls 
came back and threw in some arbor vita3 and 
a flower or two, — the sexton hurried her, and 
both went away. It grew dusk, dark. I and 
my body were left alone together. 
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Of that solemn watch it is ^ot for me to \ 

chatter to any other soul. Memories over- 
swept me, which only we two could share. 
Hopes possessed me which it were not possible 
to explain to another organisation. Eegret, 
resolve, awe, and joy, every high human emo- 
tion excepting fear, battled about us. While 
I knelt there in the windless night, I heard 
chanting from a long distance, but yet distinct 
to the dead, that is to the hying ear. As I 
Ustened, the sound deepened, approaching, J 

and a group of singing spirits swept by in the 
starUt air, poised Uke birds, or thoughts, above 
me : — 

*/f 18 sown a natural — it is raised a spiri- 
tual body.' 

* Death I where is thy sting ? Grave — thy 
victory V 

* Believing in Me^ though he were dead^ yet 
shall he live.' 

I tried my voice, and joined, for I could no 
longer help it, in the thrilling chorus. It was 
the first time since I died that I had felt my- 
self invited or incUned to share the occupations 
of other^s, in the hfe I had entered. KneeUng 
there, in the happy night, by my own grave. 



{ 
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I lifted all my soul and sense into the im- 
mortal words, now for the first time compre 
hensible to me : — 

' / believe^ I believe in the resurrection of the 
dead.^ 

It was not long thereafter that I received 
the summons to return. I should have been 
glad to go home once more, but was able to 
check my own preference without wilful pro- 
test or an aching heart. The conviction that 
all was well with my darhngs and myself, for 
life and for death, had now become an intense 
yet simple thing, like consciousness itself. 

I went as, and where I was bidden, joy- 
fuUy. 
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Upon re-entering the wonderful place which 
I had begun to call Heaven, and to which I 
still give that name, though not, I must say, 
with perfect assurance that the word is pro- 
perly applied to that phase of the life of which 
I am the yet most ignorant recorder, I found 
myself more weary than I had been at any 
time since my change came. I was looking 
about, uncertain where to go, feeling for the 
first time rather homeless in this new country, 
when I was approached by a stranger, who 
inquired of me what I sought. 

' Eest,' I said promptly. 

'A familiar quest,' observed the stranger 
smiling. 

' You are right, sir. It is a thing I have 
been seeking for forty years.' 

' And never found ? ' 

' Never found.' 
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' I will assist you/ he said gently, ' that is, 
if you wish it. What will you have first ? ' 

'Sleep, I think, first, then food. I have 
been through exciting scenes. I have a touch 
— a faint one — of what below we called ex- 
haustion. Yet now I am conscious in advance 
of the rest which is sure to come. Already I 
feel it, like the ebbing of the wave that goes 
to form the flow of the next. How blessed to 
know that one cavHt be ill ! ' 

' How do you know that ? ' asked my 
companion. 

' On the whole, I don't know that I do,' I 
answ^ered with embarrassment, ' I suppose it is 
a remnant of one's old religious teaching: 
"The inhabitant shall not say I am sick." 
Surely there were such words.' 

' And you trusted them ? ' asked the 
stranger. 

' The Bible was a hard book to accept,' I 
said quickly. 'I would not have you over-esti- 
mate my faith. I tried to believe that it was 
God's message. I think I did beheve it. But 
the reason was clear to me. I could not get 
past that if I wished to.' 

' What, then, was the reason,' inquired my 
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friend, solemnly, ' why you trusted the message 
called the Word of God, as received by the 
believing among His children on earth ? ' 

' Surely,' I urged, ' there is but one reason. 
I refer to the history of our Lord. I do not 
know whether all in this place are Christians ; 
but I was one. — Sir ! I anticipate your ques- 
tion. I was a most imperfect, useless one — 
to my sorrow and my shame I say it — but, so 
far as I went, I was an honest one.' 

' Did you love Him ^ — Him whom you 
called Lord ? ' asked the stranger, with an air 
of reserve. I repUed that I thought I could 
truly say that He was dear to me. 

I began to be deeply moved by this con- 
versation. I stole a look at the stranger, 
whom I had at first scarcely noticed, except 
as one among many passing souls. He was 
a man of surpassing majesty of mien, and 
for loveliness of feature I had seen no mortal 
to vie with him. ' This,' I thought, ' must 
be one of the beings we called angels.' 
Astonishing brightness rayed from him at 
every motion, and his noble face was like 
the sun itself. He moved beside me like 
any other spirit, and condescended to me so 
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nerves. I should find it hard to tell you how 
utterly I believe that immortaUty is the gift of 
Jesus Christ to the human soul. 

'I believed this on earth/ I added, 'I 
believe it in Heaven. I do not know it yet, 
however. I am a new-comer ; I am still very 
ignorant. No one has instructed me. I hope 
to learn " syllable by syllable." I am impatient 
to be taught ; yet I am patient to be ignorant 
till I am found worthy to learn. It may be 
that you, sir, who evidently are of a higher 
order of Ufe than ours, are sent to enhghten 
me?' 

My companion smiled, neither dissenting 
from, nor assenting to my question, and only 
asked me in reply, if I had yet spoken with 
the Lord. I said that I had not even seen 
Him ; nay, that I had not even asked to see 
Him. My friend inquired why this was, and 
I told him frankly that it was partly because 
I was so occupied at first — nay, most of the 
time until I was called below. 

' I had not much room to think. I was 
taken from event to event, like a traveller. 
This matter that you speak of seemed out of 
place in every way at that time.' 
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Then I went on to say that my remissness 
was owing partly to a little real self-distrust, 
because I feared I was not the kind of believer 
to whom He would feel quickly drawn ; that 
I felt afraid to propose such a preposterous 
thing as being brought into His presence; 
that I supposed, when He saw fit to reveal 
Himself to me, I should be summoned in some 
orderly way, suitable to this celestial commu- 
nity; that, in fact, though I had cherished 
this most sweet and solemn desire, I had not 
mentioned it before, not even to my own 
father who conducted me to this place. 

' I have not spoken of it,' I said, * to any- 
body but to you.' 

The stranger's face wore a remarkable ex- 
pression when I said this ; as if I had deeply 
gratified him, and there glittered from his 
entire form and features such brightness as 
weU nigh dazzled me. It was as if, where a 
lesser being would have spoken, or stirred, he 
shone. I felt as if I conversed with him by 
radiance, and that living light had become 
a vocabulary between us. I have elsewhere 
spoken of the quality of reflecting light as 
marked among the ordinary inhabitants of 



94 BEYOND THE GATES. 

this new life ; but in this case I was aware 
of a distinction, due, I thought, to the superior 
order of existence to which my friend be- 
longed. He did not, Hke the others, reflect ; 
he radiated glory. More and more, as we had 
converse together, this impressed until it 
awed me. We remained together for a long 
time. People who met us greeted the angel 
with marked reverence, and turned upon me 
glances of sympathetic delight ; but no one 
interrupted us. We continued our walk into 
a more retired place, by the shore of a sea, 
and there we had deep communion. 

My friend had inquired if I were still faint, 
and if I preferred to turn aside for food and 
rest ; but when he asked me the question I 
was amazed to find that I no longer had the 
need of either. Such delight had I in his 
presence, such invigoration in his sympathy, 
that glorious recuperation had set in upon my 
earth-caused weariness. Such power had the 
soul upon the celestial body ! Food for the 
first was force to the other. 

It seemed to me that I had never known re- 
freshment of either before ; and that Heaven 
itself could contain no nutriment that wouM 
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satisfy me after this upon which I fed in that 
high hour. 

It is not possible for me to repeat the solemn 
words of that interview. We spoke of grave 
and sacred themes. He gave me great counsel 
and fine sympathy. He gave me affectionate 
rebuke and unfathomable resolve. We talked 
of those inner experiences which, on earth, the 
soul protects, like struggling flame, between 
itself and the sheltering hand of God. We 
spoke much of the Master, and of my poor 
hope that I might be permitted after I had 
been a long time in Heaven, to become worthy 
to see Him, though at the vast distance of my 
unworthiness. Of that unworthiness, too, we 
spoke most earnestly; while we did so, the 
sense of it grew within me like a new soul; yet 
so divinely did my friend extend his tenderness 
to me, that I was strengthened far more than 

I weakened by these finer perceptions of my un- 

fitness, which he himself had aroused in me. 

\ The counsel that he gave me. Eternity could 

not divert out of my memory, and the comfort 
which I had from him I treasure to this hour. 
' Here,' I thought, ' here, at last, I find re- 
proof as gentle as sympathy, and sympathy as 
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invigorating as reproof. Now, for the first 
time in all my life, I find myself truly under- 
stood. What could I not become if I pos- 
sessed the friendship of such a being! How- 
shall I develop myself so as to obtain it? 
How can I endure to be deprived of it ? Is 
this, too, like friendship on earth, a snatch, a 
compromise, a heart-ache, a mirror in which 
one looks only long enough to know that it is 
dashed away? Have I begun that old pain 
again, here "^ 

For I knew, as I sat in that solemn hour 
with my face to the sea and my soul with him, 
while sweeter than any song of all the waves 
of Heaven or earth to sea-lovers sounded his 
voice who did commune with me — verily I 
knew, for then and for ever, that earth had 
been a void to me because I had him not, and 
that Heaven could be no Heaven to me with- 
out him. 

All which I had known of human love ; 
all that I had missed ; the dreams from which 
I had been startled ; the hopes that had 
evaded me; the patience which comes from 
knowing that one may not even try not to be 
misunderstood ; the struggle to keep a solitary 
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heart sweet ; the anticipation of desolate age 
which casts its shadow backward upon the dial 
of middle life ; the paralysis of feeling which 
creeps on with its disuse ; the distrust of one's 
own atrophied faculties of loving ; the sluggish 
wonder if one is ceasing to be lovable ; the 
growing difficulty of explaining oneself even 
when it is necessary, because no one being 
more than any other cares for the explanation ; 
the things which a lonely life converts into 
silence that cannot be broken, swept upon me 
like rapids, as, turning to look into his daz- 
zling face, I said : ' This — all this he under- 
stands.' 

But when, thus turning, I would have told 
him so, for there seemed to be no poor pride 
in Heaven, forbidding soul to tell the truth to 
soul — when I turned, my friend had risen, 
and was departing from me, as swiftly and 
mysteriously as he came. I did not cry out to 
him to stay, for I felt ashamed ; nor did I tell 
him how he had bereft me, for that seemed a 
childish folly. I think I only stood and looked 
at him. 

'K there is any way of being worthy of 
youf friendship,' I said below mj breath, * I 

H 
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will have it, if I toil for half Eternity to 
get it.' 

Now, though these words were scarcely- 
articulate, I think he heard them, and turning, 
with a smile which will haunt my dreams and 
stir my deeds as long as I shall live, he laid 
his hand upon my head, and blessed me — ^but 
what he said I shall tell no man — and so de- 
parted from me, and I was left upon the shore 
alone, fallen, I think, in a kind of sleep or 
swoon. 

When I awoke, I was greatly calmed and 
strengthened, but disinclined, at first, to move. 
I had the reaction from what I knew was the 
intensest experience of my life, and it took 
time to adjust my feelings to my thoughts. 

A young girl came up while I sat there 
upon the sands, and employed herself in 
gathering certain marvellous weeds that the 
sea had tossed up. These weeds fed upon the 
air, as ' they had upon the water, remaining 
fresh upon the ' girFs garments, which she 
decorated with them. She did not address 
me, but strolled up and down silently. Pre- 
sently, feeling moved by the assurance of 
congeniality which one detects so much mor^ 
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quickly in Heaven than on earth, I said to the 
young girl :— 

' Can you tell nae the name of the angel — 
you must have met him — who has but just 
left me, and with whom I have been convers- 
ing?' 

'Do you then truly not know?' she asked, 
shading her eyes with her hand, and looking 
off. in the direction my f friend. had takpn; then 
back again, with a fine, compassionate surprise 
at me. 

' Indeed I know not/ 

' That was the Master who «po^e with you.' 

.' What did you sat/ ? ' 

' That was the Lord Himself.' 
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Ym. 

Afteb the experience related in the last 
chapter, I remained for some time in soUtude. 
Speech seemed incoherence, and effort impos- 
sible. I needed a pause to adapt myself to 
my awe and my happiness ; upon neither of 
which will it be necessary for me to dwell. 
Yet I think I may be understood if I say that 
from this hour I found that what we call 
Heaven had truly begun for me. Now indeed 
for the first time I may say that I believed 
without wonder in the life everlasting ; since 
now, for the first time, I had a reason sufficient 
for the continuance of existence. A force like 
the cohesion of atoms held me to eternal hope. 
Brighter than the dawn of friendship upon a 
heart bereft, more solemn than the sunrise of 
love itself upon a life which had thought itself 
unloved, stole on the power of the Presence to 
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which I had been admitted in so surprising, 
and yet, after all, how natural a way ! Hence- 
forth the knowledge that this experience 
might be renewed for me at any turn of 
thought or act would illuminate joy itself, so 
that 4t should have no need of the sun to 
lighten it/ I recalled these words, as one 
recalls a famiUar quotation repeated for the 
first time on some foreign locality of which 
it is descriptive. Now I knew what he 
meant, who wrote : ' The Lamb is the Light 
thereof.' 

When I came to myself, I observed the 
young girl who had before addressed me still 
stroUing on the shore. She beckoned, and I 
went to her, with a new meekness in my heart. 
What will He have me to do ? If, by the lips 
of this young thing, He choose to instruct me, 
let me glory in the humiUty with which I will 
be a learner ! 

All things seemed to be so exquisitely 
ordered for us in this new life, all flowed so 
naturally, like one sound-wave into another, 
with ease so apparent, yet under law so 
superb, that already I was certain Heaven 
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contained no accidents, and no trivialities ; as 
it did no shocks or revolutions. 

* If you like,' said the young girl, * we will 
cross the sea.' 

* But how? ' I asked, for I saw no boat. 

* Can you not, then, walk upon the wat6r 
yet ? * she answered. ' Many of us do, as He 
did once below. But we no longer call "such 
things miracles. They are natural powers. 
Yc»t it is an art to use them. One has to 
learn it, as we did swimming, or such things, 
in the old times,' 

*I have only been here a short time,' I 
Baid, half amused at the little celestial ^kirs' 
my young friend wore so sweetly. ' I know 
but little yet. Can you teach me haw to 
walk on water? ' 

*It would take so much time,' said the 
young girl. ' that I think we should not vidt 
for that. We go on to the next duty, now. 
You had better learn, I think, from somebody 
wiser than I. I will take you over another 
way.' 

A great and beautiful shell, not unlike a 
nautilus, was floating near us, on the incom- 
ing tide, and my companion motion:ed me to 
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step into this. I obeyed her, laughing, but 
without any hesitation. ' Neither shall there 
be any more death,' I thought as I glanced 
over the rose-tinted edges of the frail thing 
into the water, deeper than any I had ever seen, 
but unclouded, so that I looked to the bottom 
of the sea. The girl herself stepped out upon 
the waves with a practised air, and lightly 
drawing the great shell with one hand, bore 
me after her, as one bears a sledge upon ice. 
As we came into mid-water we began to meet 
others, some walking, as she did, some row- 
ing or drifting like myself. Upon the oppo- 
site shore uprose the outlines of a more 
thickly settled community than any I had yet 
seen. 

Watching this with interest that deepened 
as we approached the shore, I selfishly or 
uncourteously forgot to converse with my 
companion, who did not disturb my silence 
until we landed. As she gave me her hand, 
she said in a quick, direct tone : — 

' Well, Miss Mary, I see that you do not 
know me, after all.' 

I felt, as I had already done once or twice 
before, a certain social embarrassment (which 



1 04 BEYOND THE GATES, 

in itself instructed me> as perpetuating one of 
the minor emotions of life below that I had 
hardly expected to renew) before my lovely 
guide, as I shook my head, struggling with 
the phantasmal memories evoked by her 
words. No, I did not know her. 

' I am Marie Sauvee. I liope you remem- 
ber.' 

She said these words in French. The 
change of language served instantly to recall 
the long train of impressions stored away, 
who knew how or where, about the name and 
memory of this girl. 

'Marie Sauvee ! You — here V I exclaimed 
in her own tongue. 

At the name, now, the w^hole story, hke 
the bright side of a dark-lantern, flashed. It 
was a tale of sorrow and shame, as sad, 
perhaps, as any that it had been my lot to 
meet. So far as I had ever known, the little 
French girl, thrown in my way while I was 
serving in barracks at Washington, had baffled 
every effort I had made to win her affection or 
her confidence, and had gone out of my life as 
the thistle-down flies on the wind. She had 
cost me many of those precious drops of the 



BEYOND THE GATES. . 105 

sours blood which all such endeavour drains ; 
and in the laboratory of memory I liad 
labelled them, ' Worse than Wasted/ and 
sadly wondered if I should do the same again 
for such another need, at just such hopeless 
expenditure, and had reminded myself that it 
was not good spiritual economy, and said tliat 
I would never repeat the experience, and 
known all the while that I should. 

Now here, a spirit saved, shining as the 
air of Heaven, without spot or any such thing 
— ^here, wiser in heavenly lore than I, longer 
with Him than I, nearer to Him than I, dearer 
to Him, perhaps, than I — here was Marie 
Sauvee. 

' I do not know how to apologise,' I said, 
strugghng with my emotion, ' for the way in 
which I spoke to you just now. Why should 
you not be here ? Why, indeed ? Why am 
I here ? Why ' 

'Dear Miss Mary,' cried the girl, inter- 
rupting me passionately, ' but for you it 
might never have been as it is. Or never for 
ages — ^I cannot say. I might have been a 
ghost, bound yet to the hated ghost of the 
old life. It was your doing, at the first — 
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down there — all those years ago. Miss Mary, 
you were the first person I ever loved. You 
didn't know it. I had no idea of telling you. 
But I did, I loved you. After you went 
away, I loved you ; ever since then, I loved 
you. I said, I will be fit to love her before I 
die. And then I said, I will go where she is 
going, for I shall never get at her anywhere 
else. And when I entered this place — for I 
had no friend or relative here that I knew, to 
meet me — ^I was more frightened than it is 
possible for anyone hke you to understand, 
and wondered what place there could be for 
one Uke me in all this country, and how 
I could ever get accustomed to their ways, 
and whether I should shock and grieve them 
— you carit understand that ; T dreaded it so, 
I was afraid I should swear after I got to 
Heaven ; I was afraid I might say some evil 
word, and shame them all, and shame myself 
more than I could ever get over. I knew I 
wasn't educated for any such society. I knew 
there wasn't anything in me that would be at 

home here, but just ' 

' But just what, Marie ? ' I asked, with a 
humility deeper than I could have expressed. 
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'But just my love for you, Miss Mary. 
That was all. I had nothing to come to 
Heaven on, but loving you and meaning to be 
a better girl because I loved you. That was 
truly all.' 

' That is impossible ! ' I said quickly. 
'Your love for me never brought you here of 
itself alone. You are mistaken about this. 
It is neither Christianity nor philosophy.' 

* There is ho mistake,' persisted! the girl, 
with gentle obstinacy, smiling deHghtedly at 
my dogmatism, ' I came here because I loved 
you. Do you not see? In loving you, I 
loved — for the first time in my life I loved 
—goodness. I really did. And when I got 
to this place, I found out that goodness was 
the same as God. And I had been getting 
the love of God into my heart, all that time, 
in that strange way, and never knew how it 
was with me, until — Oh, Miss Mary, who do 
you think it was, who, that met me within an 
hour after I died P 

' It was our Master,' she added in an awe- 
struck, yet rapturous whisper, that thrilled 
me through. ' It was He Himself He was 
the first, for I had nobody, as I told you, 
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belonging to me in this holy place, to care 
for a wretch like me. He was the first to 
meet me I And it was He who taught me 
everything I had to learn. It was He who 
made me feel acquainted and at home. It 
was He who took me on from love of you, to 
love of Him, as you put one foot after 
another in learning to walk after you have 
had a terrible sickness. And it was He who 
never reminded me — never once reminded 
me — of the sinful creature I had been. 
Never, by one word or look, from that hour 
to this day, has He let me feel ashamed in 
Heaven. That is what Ee is ! ' cried the girl, 
turning upon me, in a little sudden, sharp 
way she used to have ; her face and form 
were so transfigured before me, as she spoke, 
that it seemed as if she quivered with excess 
of light, and were about to break away and 
diffuse herself upon the radiant air, like song, 
or happy speech, or melting colour. 

' Die for Him I ' she said after a passionate 
silence. ' If I could die everlastingly and 
everlastingly and everlastingly, to give Him 
any pleasure, or to save Him any pain But 
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theD, that's nothing/ she added, ' I love Him. 
That is all that means. And I've only got to 
live everlastingly instead. That is the way He 
has treated me — me 1 * 
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IX. 



The shore upon which we had landed was 
thickly populated, as I have said. Through a 
sweep of surpassingly beautiful suburbs, we 
approached the streets of a town. It is hard 
to say why I should have been surprised at 
finding in this place the signs of human traffic, 
philanthropy, art, and study — what otherwise 
I expected, who can say ? My impressions, as 
Marie Sauv^e led me through the city, had 
the confusion of sudden pleasure. The width 
and shining cleanliness of the streets, the 
beauty and glittering material of the houses, 
the frequent presence of libraries, museums of 
art, public gardens, signs of attention to the 
wants of animals, and places of shelter for 
travellers such as I had never seen in the 
most advanced and benevolent of cities below 
— these were the points which struck me most 
forcibly. 
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The next thing, which in a cliffbront nio<><l 
might have been the first, tliat impross<\l mo 
"wafi the remarkable expression of tlio faot^n 
that I met or passed. Xo thoughtful jx^i^on 
can have failed to observe, in any tlirong, tl»o 
preponderant look of unrest and dissntisfartion 
in the human eye. Nothing, to a fuio vi«*ion, 
so emphasises the isolation of being, njH \\w 
&ce6 of people in a crowd. In this now oom- 
munity to which I had been brouglU, \\\tK\ t>M 
effect was replaced by a deliglitful (^liango. \ 
perceived, indeed, great intontno>s of jnirpo^v^ 
here, as in all thickly-settled rogi(Mi.«< ; \\w 
countenances that passed mo indioato<l <•lo^^^ 
conservation of social force and ooononiv o\' 
intellectual energy ; these were pooj)lo trnit\(^l 
by attrition with many infhionoos, An<l 
balanced with the conflict of various intoro?<t?<» 
But these were men and women, busy without 
hurry, eflicacious without waste; thoy had 
ambition without unscrupulousncss, power 
without tyranny, success without vanity, care 
without anxiety, effort without exhaustion — 
hope, fear, toil, uncertainty, it seemed elation, 
it was sure — but a repose, that it was impos 
sible to call by any other name than divi^ 
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controlled their movements, which were like 
the pendulum of a golden clock whose works 
are out of sight. I watched these people with 
delight. Great numbers of them seemed to 
be students, thronging what we should call 
below colleges, seminaries, or schools of art, 
or music, or science. The proportion of 
persons pursuing some form of intellectual 
acquisition struck me as large. My little 
guide, to whom I mentioned this, assented to 
the fact, pointing out to me a certain institu- 
tion we had passed, at which she herself was, 
she said, something like a primary scholar, 
and from which she had been given a hoUday 
to meet me as she did, and conduct me through 
the journey which had been appointed for me 
on that day. I inquired of her what her 
studies might be like ; but she told me that 
she was hardly wise enough as yet to explain 
to me what I could learn for myself when I 
had been longer in this place, and when my 
leisure came for investigating its attractions 
at my own will. 

' I am uncommonly ignorant, you know,' 
said Marie Sauv^e, humbly. ' I have every- 
thing to learn. There is book knowledge 
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donrfr- "I :*h.iri oever Ik» rcMittui iill ] ♦♦«.♦ 
fit to be sent to the woi^t M'uin.Mu iIi;M > it* t,r. 
found — no matter whioh »<uU' «i{ iti-nlt t 
don t care in what world — I \\i\\\\ \n \sx «tMi 
to one that nobody else will Vmh h . ] iliitt. | 
might know how to save hrr. jl ic ^hm tm ««. 
dons ambition ! ' she repeal i •< J . M ' » » | m .. i r f r ♦ u. 
for the greatest angel th<,Te j** 1it-»t- 1 ;\ u'l ^ » ♦ 
I — I mean to do it/ 

I was led on in ihiw tv*iy jyj' Mfuit. p^hm. »:».. 
through and out of the ^j^)^ )Nn/ ^lu; ui.^lhni 
suburbs; we had approa* hcj /)'/o/ ll/ii »h|.^|, 
and had walked a lo/i^ i\]^Uit^tU: '[\\ii\ii \\\\\ 
not occur to me, I l}jj;jk, iiJJ w*r Im4^1 iii^du thu 
circuit of the beautiful 1a/w//, oik< thing, wlliullj 
when I did observe it, Hit^iuM \m m^ uu the 
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whole, the most impressive that I had noticed. 

* I have not seen,' I said, stopping suddenly, 

* I have not seen a poor person in all this 
city/ 

* Nor an aged one, have you ? ' asked 
Marie Sauv^e, smiling. 

' Now that I think of it — no. Nor a sick 
one. Not a beggar. Not a cripple. Not a 
mourner. Not — and yet what have we here ? 
This building, by which you are leading me, 
bears a device above the door, the last I 
should ever have expected to find here.^ 

It was an imposing building, of a certain 
translucent material that had the massiveness 
of marble, with the delicacy of thin agate 
illuminated from within. The rear" of -this 
building gave upon the open country, with^a 
background of hills, and the vision of the sea 
which I had crossed. People strolled about 
the grounds, which had more than the magni- 
ficence of Oriental gardens. Music came from 
the building, and the saunterers, whom I 
saw, seemed nevertheless not to be idlers, but 
persons busily employed in various ways — I 
should have said, under the close direction 
of others who guided them. The inscription 
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above the door of this building was a word, in 
a tongue unknown to me, meaning ' Hospital,' 
as I was told. 

* They are the sick at heart,' said Marie 
Sauv^e, in answer to my look of perplexity, 
' who are healed there. And they are the 
sick of soul ; those who were most unready 
for the new life ; they whose spiritual being 
was diseased through inaction, they are the 
invalids of Heaven. There they are put under 
treatment, and slowly cured. With some, it 
takes long. I was there myself when I first 
came, for a little ; it will be a most interesting 
place for you to visit, by-and-by.' 

I inquired who were the physicians of this 
celestial sanitarium. 

' They who unite the natural love of heal- 
ing to the highest spiritual development.' 

' By no means, then, necessarily they who 
were skilled in the treatment of diseases on 
earth ? ' I asked , laughing. 

'Such are oftener among the patients,' 
said Marie Sauv^e, sadly. To me, so lately 
from the earth, and our low earthly way of 
finding amusement in facts of this nature, this 
girl's gravity was a rebuke. I thanked her 

I 2 
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for it, and we passed by the hospital — ^which 
I secretly made up my mind to investigate 
at another time — and so out into the wider 
country, more sparsely settled, but it seemed 
to me more beautiful than that we had left 
behind. 

' There,' I said, at length, ' is to my taste 
the loveliest spot we have seen yet. That is 
the most homelike of all these homes/ 

We stopped before a small and quiet house 
built of curiously inlaid woods, that reminded 
me of Sorrento work, as a great achievement 
may remind one of a first and faint suggestion. 
So exquisite was the carving and colouring, 
that on a larger scale the efiect might have 
interfered with the solidity of the building, 
but so modest were the proportions of this 
charming house, that its dignity was only 
enhanced by its delicacy. It was shielded by 
trees, some famiUar to me, others strange. 
There were flowers — not too many ; birds ; 
and I noticed a fine dog sunning himself upon 
the steps. The sweep of landscape from all 
the windows of this house must have been 
grand. The wind drove up from the sea. 
The light, which had a peculiar depth and 
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colour, reminding me of that which on earth 
flows from under the edge of a breaking storm- 
cloud at the hour preceding sunset, formed 
an aureola about the house. When my com- 
panion suggested my examining this place, 
since it so attracted me, I hesitated, but 
yielding to her wiser judgment, strolled across 
the little lawn, and stood, uncertain, at the 
threshold. The dog arose as I came up, and 
met me cordially, but no person seemed to be 
in sight. 

' Enter,' said Marie Sauv^e, in a tone of 
decision. ' You are expected. Go where you 
will.' 

I turned to remonstrate with her, but the 
girl had disappeared. Finding myself thus 
thrown on my own resources, and having 
learned already the value of obedience to 
mysterious influences in this new hfe, I 
gathered courage, and went into the house. 
The dog followed me afiectionately, rather 
than suspiciously. 

For a few moments I stood in the hall or 
anteroom, alone and perplexed. Doors opened 
at right and left, and vistas of exquisitely- 
ordered rooms stretched out, I paw much of 
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the familiar furniture of a modest home, and 
much that was unfamiliar mingled therewith. 
I desired to ask the names or purposes of 
certain useful articles, and the characters and 
creators of certain works of art. I was be- 
wildered and deUghted. I had something of 
the feeling of a rustic visitor taken for the 
first time to a palace or imposing town-house. 

Was Heaven an aggregate of homes hke 
this? Did everlasting hfe move on in the 
same dear ordered channel — the dearest that 
human experiment had ever found — the 
channel of family love ? Had one, after death, 
the old blessedness without the old burden ? 
The old sweetness without the old mistake? 
The famiUar rest, and never the famihar fret ? 
Was there always in the eternal world ' some- 
body to come home to ' ? And was there 
always the knowledge that it could not be the 
wrong person ? Was all that eliminated from 
celestial domestic life ? Did Heaven solve the 
problem on which earth had done no more 
than speculate ? 

While I stood, gone well astray on thoughts 
hke these, feehng still too great a dehcacy 
about my uninvited presence in this house, I 
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heard the steps of the host, or so I took them 
to be ; they had the indefinable ring of the 
master's foot. I remained where I was, not 
without embarrassment, ready to apologise for 
my intrusion as soon as he should come within 
sight. He crossed the long room at the left, 
leisurely ; I counted his quiet footsteps ; he 
advianced, turned, saw me — ^I too, turned — 
and so, in this unexpected way, it came about 
that I stood face to face with my own father. 

... I had found the eternal life full of the 
unexpected, but this was almost the sweetest 
thing that had happened to me yet. 

Presently my father took me over the 
house and the grounds ; with a boyish delight, 
explaining to me how many years he had been 
building and constructing and waiting with 
patience in his heavenly home for the first 
one of his own to join him. Now he, too, 
should have ' somebody to come home to.' 
As we dwelt upon the past and glanced at the 
future, our full hearts overflowed. He ex- 
plained to me that my new life had but now, 
in the practical sense of the word, begun ; 
since a human home was the centre of all 
growth and blessedness. When he had shown 
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me to my own portion of the house, and bidden 
me welcome to it, he pointed out to me a certain 
room whose door stood always open, but whose 
threshold was never crossed. I hardly feel 
that I have the right, in this public way, to 
describe, in detail, the construction or adorn- 
ment of this room. I need only say that 
Heaven itself seemed to have been ransacked 
to bring together the daintiest, the most deli- 
cate, the purest, thoughts and fancies that 
celestial skill or art could create. Years had 
gone to the creation of this spot ; it was a 
growth of time, the occupation of that lone- 
liness which must be even in the happy Ufe, 
when death has temporarily separated two 
who had been one. I was quite prepared for 
his whispered words, when he said :— 

' Your mother's room, my dear. It will 
be all ready for her at any time.' 

' This union had been a marriage — not one 
of the imperfect ties which pass under the 
name, on earth. Afterwards, when I learned 
more of the social economy of the new life, I 
perceived more clearly the rarity and peculiar 
value of an experience which had in it the 
elements of what might be called (if I should 
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be allowed the phrase) eternal permanency, 
and which involved, therefore, none of the 
disintegration and redistribution of relations 
consequent upon passing from, temporary or 
mistaken choices to a fixed and perfect state 
of society. 

Later, on that same evening, I was called 
eagerly from below. I was resting, and alone ; 
— ^I had, so to speak, drawn my first breath 
in Heaven ; once again, like a girl in my own 
room under my father's roof; my heart at 
anchor, and my peace at full tide. I ran as 
I used to run, years ago, when he called me, 
crying down : — 

' I'm coming. Father,' while I delayed a 
moment to freshen my dress, and to fasten it 
with some strange white flowers that climbed 
over my window, and peered, nodding like 
children into the room. 

When I reached the hall, or whatever 
might be the celestial name for the entrance 
room below, I did not immediately see my 
father, but I heard the sound of voices beyond, 
and perceived the presence of many people in 
the house. As I hesitated, wondering what 
might be the etiquette of these new conditions, 
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and whether I should be expected to play the 
hostess at a reception of angels or saints, some 
one came up from behind me, I think, and 
held out his hand in silence. 

' St. Johns ! ' I cried, ' Jamie St. Johns I 
The last time I saw you ' 

' The last time you saw me was in a field- 
hospital after the battle of Malvern Hills,' 
said St. Johns. ' I died in your arms. Miss 
Mary. Shot flew about you while you got 
me that last cup of water. I died hard. You 
sang the hymn I asked for — " Ye who tossed 
on beds of pain " — and the shell struck the 
tent-pole twenty feet off, but you sang right 
on. I was afraid you would stop. I was 
almost gone. But you never faltered. You 
sang my soul out — do you remember ? I've 
been watching all this while for you. I've 
been a pretty busy man since I got to this 
place, but I've always found time to run in 
and ask your father when he expected you. 

' I meant to be the first all along ; but I 
hear there's a girl got ahead of me. She's 
here, too, and some more women. But niost 
of us are the boys, to-night, Miss Mary— come 
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to give you a sort of house-warming — just to 
say we've never forgetten ! . . . and you see 
we want to say " Welcome home at last " to 
OUT army woman — God bless her — as she 
blessed us ! 

' Come in, Miss Mary ! Don't feel bashful. 
It's nobody but your own boys. Here we are. 
There's a thing I remember — ^you used to 
read it. " For when ye fail " — you know I 
never could quote straight — " they shall re- 
ceive you into everlasting habitations " — wasn't 
that it ? Now here. See I Count us ! Not 
one missing^ ^do you see ? You said you'd 
have us all here yet — all that died before you 
did. You used to tell us so. You prayed it, 
and you Uved it, and you did it, and, by Ills 
everlasting mercy, here we are. Look us over, 
Count again. I couldn't make a speech on 
earth and I can't make one in Heaven — but 
the fellows put me up to it. Come in, Miss 
Mary! Dear Miss Mary — why, we want to 
shake hands with you, all around ! We want 
to sit and tell army-stories half the night. Wc 
want to have some of the old songs, and — 
What! Crying, Miss Mary?— F^w.^ We 
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never saw you cry in all our lives. Your lip 
used to tremble. You got pretty white ; but 
you weren't that kind of woman. Oh, see 
here ! Crying in Heaven ? ' 
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X. 



From this time, the events which I am trying 
to relate began to assume in fact a much 
more orderly course ; yet in form I scarcely 
find them more easy to present. Narrative, 
as has been said of conversation, ' is always 
but a selection,' and in this case the peculiar 
difficulties of choosing from an immense mass 
of material that which can be most fitly com- 
pressed into the compass allowed me by these 
few pages are so great, that I have again and 
again laid down my task in despair ; only to 
be urged on by my conviction that it is more 
clearly my duty to speak what may carry 
comfort to the hearts of some, than to worry 
because my imperfect manner of expression 
may offend the heads of others. All I can 
presume to hope for this record of an experi- 
ence is, that it may have a passing value ♦ 
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certain of my readers whose anticipations of 
what they call ' the Hereafter ' are so vague 
or so dubious as to be more of a pain than a 
pleasure to themselves. 

From the time of my reception into my 
father's house, I lost the sense of homelessness 
which had more or less possessed me since my 
entrance upon the new life, and felt myself 
becoming again a member of an organised 
society, with definite duties as well as assured 
pleasures before me. 

These duties I did not find astonishingly 
different in their essence, while they had 
changed greatly in form, from those which 
had occupied me upon earth. I found myself 
still involved in certain fiUal and domestic 
responsibilities, in intellectual acquisition, in 
the moral support of others, and in spiritual 
self-culture. I found myself a member of an 
active community in which not a drone nor 
an invalid could be counted, and I quickly 
became, like others who surrounded me, an 
exceedingly busy person. At first my occu- 
pations did not assume sharp professional dis- 
tinctiveness, but had rather the character of 
such as would belong to one in training for a 
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more cultivated condition. This seemed to 
be true of many of my fellow-citizens ; that 
they were still in a state of education for 
superior usefulness or happiness. With others, 
as I have intimated, it was not so. My father's 
business, for instance, remained what it had 
always been — that of a religious teacher ; and 
I met women and men as well, to whom, as 
in the case of my old neighbour, Mrs. Mersey, 
there had been set apart an especial fellowship 
with the spirits of the recently dead or still 
living, who had need of great guidance. I 
soon formed, by observation, at least, the ac- 
quaintance, too, of a wide variety of natures. 
I met artisans and artists, poets and scientists, 
people of agricultural pursuits, mechanical 
inventors, musicians, physicians, students, 
tradesmen, aerial messengers to the earth, or 
to other planets, and a long list besides, that 
would puzzle more than it would enlighten, 
should I attempt to describe it. I mention 
these points, which I have no space to amplify, 
mainly to give reaUty to any allusions that I 
shall make to my relations in the heavenly 
city, and to let it be understood that I speak 
of a community as organised and as various 
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as Paris or New York ; which possessed all 
the advantages and none of the evils that we 
are accustomed to associate with massed 
population; that such a community existed 
without sorrow, without sickness, without 
death, without anxiety, and without sin ; that 
the evidences of almost incredible harmony, 
growth, and happiness which I saw before 
me in that one locality, I had reason to believe 
extended to uncounted others in unknown 
regions, thronging with joys and activities the 
mysteries of space and time. 

For reasons which will be made clear as 
I approach the end of my narrative, I cannot 
speak as fully of many high and marvellous 
matters in the eternal life, as I wish that I 
might have done. I am giving impressions 
which, I am keenly aware, have almost the 
imperfection of a broken dream. I can only 
crave from the reader, on trust, a patience 
which he may be more ready to grant me at 
a later time. 

I now began, as I say, to assume regular 
duties and pleasures ; among the keenest of 
the latter was the constant meeting of old 
friends and acquaintances. Much perplexity, 
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great delight, and some disappointment awaited 
me in these denouements of earthly story. 

The people whom I had naturally expected 
to meet earliest were often longest delayed 
from crossing my path ; in some cases, they 
were altogether missing. Again, I was startled 
by coming in contact with individuals that I 
had never associated, in my conceptions of the 
future, with a spiritual existence at all ; in 
these cases I was sometimes humbled by dis- 
covering a type of spiritual character so far 
above my own that my fancies in their behalf 
proved to be -unwarrantable self-sufficiency. 
Social Ufe in the heavenly world, I soonleamed, 
was a series of subtle or acute surprises. It 
sometimes reminded me of a simile of George 
Eliot's, wherein she likened human existence 
to a game of chess in which each one of the 
pieces had intellect and passions, and the 
player might be beaten by his own pawns. 
The element of unexpectedness, which con- 
stitutes the first and yet the most unrehable 
charm of earthly society, had here acquired 
a permanent dignity. One of the most 
memorable things which I observed about 
heavenly relations was, that people did not, in 



I30 BEYOND THE GATES. 

the degree or way to which I was accustomed, 
tire of each other. Attractions, to begin with, 
were less hghtly experienced ; their hold was 
deeper ; their consequences more lasting. I 
had not been under my new conditions long, 
before I learned that here genuine feeling was 
never suffered to fall a sacrifice to intellectual 
curiosity, or emotional caprice ; that here one 
had at last the stimulus of social attrition 
without its perils, its healthy pleasures with- 
out its pains. I learned, of course, much else 
which it is more than difficult, and some 
things which it is impossible, to explain. I 
testify only of what I am permitted. 

Among the intellectual labours that I 
earliest undertook was the command of the 
Universal Language, which I soon found neces- 
sary to my convenience. In a community like 
that I had entered, many nationaUties were 
represented, and I observed that while each 
retained its own familiar earthly tongue, and 
one had the pleasant opportunity of acquiring 
as many others as one chose, yet a common 
vocabulary became a desideratum of which, 
indeed, no one was compelled to avail him- 
self contrary to his taste, but in which many. 
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like myself, found the greatest pleasure and 
profit. The command of this language occu- 
pied much well directed time. 

I should not omit to say that a portion of 
my duty and my privilege consisted in renewed 
visits to the dearly-loved whom I had left 
upon the earth. These visits were sometimes 
matters of will with me. Again, they were 
strictly occasions of permission, and again, I 
was denied the power to make them when 
I most deeply desired to do so. Herein 
I learned the difference between trial and 
trouble, and that while the last was stricken 
out of heavenly life, the first distinctly 
remained. It is pleasant to me to remember 
that I was allowed to be of more than a little 
comfort to those who mourned for me ; that 
it was I who guided them from despair to 
endurance, and so through peace to cheerful- 
ness, and the hearty renewal of daily human 
content. These visits were for a long time — 
excepting the rare occasions on which I met 
Him who had spoken to me upon the sea-shore 
— the deepest delight which was offered me. 

Upon one point I foresee that I shall be 
questioned by those who have had the patience 

k2 
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SO far to follow my recital. What, it will be 
asked, was the poKtical constitution of the 
community you describe? What place in 
celestial society has worldly caste ? 

When I say, strictly none at all, let me 
not be misunderstood. I observed the 
greatest varieties of rank in the celestial 
kingdom, which seemed to me rather a close 
Theocracy than a wild commune. There were 
powers above me, and powers below ; there 
were natural and harmonious social selections ; 
there were laws and their officers ; there 
was obedience and its dignity ; there was 
influence and its authority ; there were gifts 
and their distinctions. I may say that I 
found far more reverence for differences of 
rank or influence than I was used to seeing, 
at least in my own corner of the earth. The 
main point was that the basis of the whole 
thing had undergone a tremendous change. In- 
heritance, wealth, intellect, genius, beauty, all 
the old passports to power, were replaced by 
one so simple, yet so autocratic, that I hardly 
know how to give any idea at once of its 
dignity and its sweetness. I may call this 
personal holiness. Position, in the new life, I 
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found depended upon spiiitual claims. Dis- 
tinction was the result of character. The 
nature nearest to the Divine Nature ruled the 
social forces. Spiritual culture was the ulti- 
mate test of individual importance. 

I inquired one day for a certain writer of 
world-wide — I mean of earth-wide — celebrity, 
who, I had learned, was a temporary visitor 
in the city, and whom I wished to meet. I 
will not for sufficient reasons mention the name 

% of this man, who had been called the genius 

of his century below. I had anticipated that 
a great ovation would be given him, in which 
I desired to join, and I was surprised that his 
presence made little or no stir in our com- 
munity. Upon investigating the facts, I 
learned that his public influence was, so far, 
but a shght one, though it had gradually 
gained, and was likely to increase with time. 

V He had been a man whose splendid powers 

were dedicated to the temporary and worldly 
aspects of Truth, whose private life was selfish 
and cruel, who had written the most famous 
poem of his age, but, * by all his searching ' 
had not found out God. 

In the conditions of the eternal life, this 
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genius had been obliged to set itself to learn- 
ing the alphabet of spiritual truth ; he was 
still a learner, rather than a master among 
us, and I was told that he himself ardently- 
objected to receiving a deference which was 
not as yet his due ; having set the might of 
his great nature as strenuously now to the 
spiritual, as once to the intellectual task ; in 
which, I must say, I was not without expecta- 
tion that he would ultimately outvie us all. 

On the same day when this distinguished i 

man entered and left our city (having quietly 
accomplished his errand), I heard the confusion 
of some public excitement at a distance, and 
hastening to see what it meant, I discovered 
that the object of it was a plain, I thought in 
her earthly life she must have been a poor 
woman, obscure, perhaps, and timid. The 
people pressed towards her, and received her 
into tlie town by acclamation. They crowned 
her with amaranth and flung UUes in her i 

path. The authorities of the city oflicially ' 

met her ; the people of influence hastened to 
beseech her to do honour to their homes by 
her modest presence ; we crowded for a sight 
of her, we begged for a word from her, we 
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* bewildered her with our tributes, till she hid 

her blushing face and was swept out of our 
sight. 

* But who is this ? ' I asked an eager passer, 
' to whom such an extraordinary reception is 
tendered ? I have seen nothing hke it since I 
came here.' 

' Is it possible you do not know ? ' 

My informant gave a name which indeed 
was not unfamihar to me ; it was that of a 
woman who had united to extreme beauty of 
private character, and a high type of faith in 
invisible truths, Ufe-long devotion to an un- 
popular philanthropy. She had never been 
called a ' great ' woman on earth. Her influ- 
ence had not been large. Her cause had never 
been the fashion, while she herself was living. 
Society had never amused itself by adopting 
her, even to the extent of a parlour lecture. 
\ Her name, so far as it was familiar to the 

public at all, had been the synonym of a poor 
zealot, a plain fanatic, to be tolerated for her 
conscientiousness and — avoided for her ear- 
nestness. Since her death the humane conse- 
cration which she represented had marched 
on hke a conquering army over her grave. 
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Earth, of which she was not worthy, had 
known her too late. Heaven was proud to do 
honour to the spiritual foresight and sustained 
self-denial, as royal as it was rare. 

I remember, also, being deeply touched by 
a sight upon which I chanced, one morning, 
when I was stroUing about the suburbs of the 
city, seeking the refreshment of solitude before 
the duties of the day began. For, while I was 
thus engaged, I met our Master, suddenly. 
He was busily occupied with others, and, be- 
yond the deep recognition of His smile, I had 
no converse with Him. He was followed at a 
little distance, as He was apt to be, by a group 
of playing children : but He was in close com- 
munion with two whom I saw to be souls 
newly- arrived from the lower life; One of 
these was a man — I should say he had been a 
rough man, and had come out of a rude life 
— ^who conversed with him eagerly but reve- 
rently, as they walked on towards the town. 
Upon the other side, our Lord held with His 
own hand the hand of a timid, trembhng 
woman, who scarcely dared raise her eyes 
from the ground ; now and then she drew his 
garment's edge furtively to her lips, and let it 
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fall again, with the slow motion of one who is 
in a dream of ecstasy. These two people, I 
judged, had no connection with each other 
beyond the fact that they were simultaneous 
new-comers to the new country, and had, per- 
haps, both borne with them either special need 
or merit, I could hardly decide which. I took 
occasion to ask a neighbour, an old resident of 
the city, and wise in its mysteries, what he sup- 
posed to be the explanation of the scene before 
us, and why these two were so distinguished by 
the favour of Him whose least glance made holi- 
day in the soul of any one of us. It was then 
explained to me that the man about whom 
I had inquired was the hero of a great calamity, 
with which the lower world was at present 
occupied. One of the most frightful railway 
accidents of this generation had been averted, 
and the lives of four hundred helpless passen- 
gers saved, by the subhme sacrifice of this 
locomotive engineer, who died (it will be re- 
membered) a death of voluntary and unique 
torture to save his train. All that could be 
said of the tragedy was that it held the 
essence of self-sacrifice in a form seldom 
attained by man. At the moment I saw this 
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noble fellow, he had so immediately come 
among us that the expression of physical agony 
had hardly yet died out of his face, and his 
eye still blazed with the fire of his tremendous 
deed. 

' But who is the woman ? ' I asked. 

' She was a delicate creature — sick — died 
of the fright and shock ; the only passenger 
on the train who did not escape.' 

I inquired why she too was thus preferred ; 
what glorious deed had she done, to make her 
so dear to the Divine Heart ? 

' She ? Ah, she,' said my informant, ' was 
only one of the household saints. She had 
been notable among celestial observers for 
many years. You know the type I mean — 
shy, silent — never thinks of herself, scarcely 
knows she has a self — toils, drudges, endures, 
prays ! expects nothing of her friends, and 
gives all ; hopes for little, even from her Lord, 
but surrenders everything ; full of rehgious 
ideals, not all of them theoretically wise, but 
practically noble ; a woman ready to be cut to 
inch pieces for her faith in an invisible Love 
that has never apparently given her anything 
in particular. Oh, you know the kind of 
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woman : has n'^ver had anything of her own, 
in all her life — not even her own room — and 
a whole family adore her without knowing it, 
and lean upon her Uke infants without seeing 
it. We have been watching for this woman's 
coming. We knew there would be an especial 
greeting for her. But nobody thought of her 
accompanying the engineer. Come 1 Shall 
we not follow and see how they will be re- 
ceived ? If I am not mistaken, it will be a 
great day in the city.' 
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Among the inquiries that must be raised by 

my fragmentary recital, I am only too keenly 

aware of the difficulty of answering one which ^ 

I do not see my way altogether to ignore. I 

refer to that affecting the domestic relations of 

the eternal world. 

It will be readily seen that I might not be 
permitted to share much of the results of my 
observation in this direction with earthly 
curiosity or even earthly anxiety. It is not 
without thought and prayer for close guidance 
that I suffer myself to say, in as few words as 
possible, that I found the unions which go to 
form heavenly homes so different from the 
marriage relations of earth, in their laws of 
selection and government, that I quickly 
understood the meaning of our Lord's few 
revealed words as to that matter ; while yet I 
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do not fmd myself at liberty to explain either 
the words or the facts, I think I cannot be 
wrong in adding that, in a number of cases, 
so great as to astonish me, the marriages of 
earth had no historic effect upon the ties of 
Heaven. Laws of affiliation uniting soul to 
soul in a relation infinitely closer than a bond, 
and more permanent than any which the 
average human experience would lead to if it 
were socially a free agent, controlled the 
attractions of this pure and happy life, in a 
manner of which I can only say that it must 
remain a mystery to the earthly imagination. 
I have intimated that in some cases the choices 
of time were so blessed as to become the 
choices of Eternity. I may say, that if I found 
it lawful to utter the impulse of my soul, I 
should cry throughout the breadth of the 
earth a warning to the lightness, or the haste, 
or the presumption, or the mistake that chose 
to love for one world, when it might have loved 
for two. 

For, let me say most solemnly, that the 
relations made between man and woman on 
earth I found to be, in importance to the indi- 
vidual, second to nothing in the range of 
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human experience, save the adjustment of the 

soul to the Personality of God Himself. 1 

If I say that I found earthly marriage to 
have been a temporary expedient for preserv- . 

ing the form of the eternal fact ; that freedom 
in this as in all other things became in Heaven 
the highest law ; that the great sea of human 
misery, swelled by the passion of love on earth, 
shall evaporate to the last drop in the blaze 
of bhss to which no human counterpart can 
approach any nearer than a shadow to the J 

sun — I may be understood by those for 
whose sake alone it is worth while to allude 
to this mystery at all ; for the rest it matters 
Kttle. 

Perhaps I should say, once for all, that 
every form of pure pleasure or happiness 
which had existed upon the earth had existed 
as a type of a greater. Our divinest hours 
below had been scarcely more than suggestions 
of their counterparts above. I do not expect , 

to be understood. It must only be remem- 
bered that, in all instances, the celestial hfe de- 
velops the soul of a thing. When I speak of 
eating and drinking, for instance, I do not mean 
that we cooked and prepared our food as we do 
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below. The elements of nutrition continued 
to exist for us as they had in the earth, the 
air, tlie water, though they were available 
without drudgery or anxiety. Yet I mean 
distinctly that the sense of taste remained, 
that it was gratified at need, that it was a 
finer one and gave a keener pleasure than its 
coarser prototype below. I mean that the 
soul of a sense is a more exquisite thing than 
what we may call the body of the sense, as 
developed to earthly consciousness. 

So far from there being any diminution in 
the number or power of the senses in the 
spiritual life, I found not only an acuter 
intensity in those which we already possessed, 
but that the effect of our new conditions was 
to create others of whose character we had 
never dreamed. To be sure, wise men had 
forecast the possibility of this fact, differing 

I among themselves even as to the accepted 

classification of what they had, as Scaliger, 

I who called speech the sixth sense, or our 

English contemporary who included heat and 
force in his list (also of six) ; or more imagin- 
ative men who had admitted the conceivability 
of inconceivable powers in an order of being 
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beyond the human. Knowing a little of these 
speculations, I was not so much surprised at 
the facts, as overwhelmed by their extent 
and variety. Yet if I try to explain them 
I am met by an almost insurmountable ob- 
stacle. 

It is well known that missionaries are often 
thwarted in their religious labours by the ab- 
sence in savage tongues of any words corre- 
sponding to certain ideas, such as that of 
purity or unselfishness. Philologists have told 
us of one African tribe in whose language 
exist six different words descriptive of murder ; 
none whatever expressive of love. In another 
no such word as gratitude can be found. 
Perhaps no illustration can better serve to 
indicate the impediments which bar the way to 
my describing to beings who possess but five 
senses and their corresponding imaginative 
culture, the habits or enjoyments consequent 
upon the development of ten senses or fifteen. 
I am allowed to say as much as this ; that the 
growth of these celestial powers was variable 
with individuals throughout the higher world, 
or so much of it as I became acquainted with. 
It will be readily seen what an illimitable scope 
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for anticipation or achievement is given to 
daily life by such an evolution of the nature. 
It should be carefully remembered that this 
serves only as a single instance of the exuber- 
ance of what we call everlasting life. 

Below, I remember that I used sometimes 
to doubt the possibility of one's being happy 
for ever under any conditions, and had moods 
in which I used to question the value of end- 
less existence. I wish most earnestly to say 
that before I had been in Heaven days, Eter- 
nity did not seem long enough to make room 
for the growth of character, the growth of 
mind, the variety of enjoyment and employ- 
ment, and the increase of usefulness that prac- 
tically constituted immortality. 

It could not have been long after my arrival 
at my father's house that he took me with him 
to the great music hall of our city. It was 
my first attendance at any one of the public 
festivals of these happy people, and one long 
to be treasured in thought. It was, in fact, 
nothing less than the occasion of a visit by 
Beethoven, and the performance of a new 
oratorio of his own, which he conducted in 
person. Long before tl^? opening hour thei 

L 
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streets of the city were thronged. People 
with hohday expressions poured in from the 
country. It was a gala-day with all . the 
young folks especially, much as such matters 
go below. A beautiful thing which I noticed 
was the absence of all personal insistence 
in the crowd. The weakest, or the saddest, 
or the most timid, or those who, for any rea- 
son, had the more need of this great pleasure, 
were selected by their neighbours and urged 
on into the more desirable positions. The 
music hall, so-called, was situated upon a hill 
just outside the town, and consisted of an 
immense roof supported by rose-coloured 
marble pillars. There were no walls to the 
building, so that there was the effect of being 
no limit to the audience, which extended past 
the hne of luxuriously covered seats provided 
for them, upon the grass, and even into the 
streets leading to the city. So perfect were 
what we should call below the telephonic 
arrangement of the community, that those 
who remained in their own homes or pursued 
their usual avocations, were not deprived of 
the music. My impressions are that every 
person in the city, who desired to put himself 
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in communication with it, heard the oratorio ; 
but I am not familiar with the system by 
which this was effected. It involved a high 
advance in the study of acoustics, and was one 
of the things which I noted to be studied at a 
wiser time. 

Many distinguished persons known to you 
below were present, some from our own neigh- 
bourhood, and others guests of the city. It 
was delightful to observe the absence of all 
jealousy or nairow criticism among them- 
selves, and also the reverence with which 
their superiority was regarded by the less 
gifted. Every good or great thing seemed 
to be so heartily shared with every being 
capable of sharing it, and all personal gifts 
to become material for such universal pride, 
that one experienced a kind of transport at 
the elevation of the pubUc character. 

1 remembered how it used to be below, 
when I was present at some musical festival 
in the famihar hall where the bronze statue of 
Beethoven, behind the sea of sound, 'stood 
calmly. How he towered above our poor un- 
finished story ! As we grouped there, sitting 
each isolated with his own thirst, brought to 

L 2 
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be slaked or excited by the flood of music ; 
drinking down into our frivolity or our despair 
the outlet of that mighty life, it used to seem 
to me that I heard, far above the passion of 
the orchestra, his own high words — ^his own 
music made articulate — * / go to meet Death 
with joy' 

When there came upon the people in that 
heavenly audience-room a stir, Uke the rustling 
of a dead leaf upon crusted snow ; when the 
stir grew to a solemn murmur ; when the 
murmur ran into a lofty cry ; when I saw- 
that the orchestra, the chorus, and the 
audience had risen like one breathless man, 
and knew that Beethoven stood before us, the 
light of day dai'kened for that instant before 
me. The prelude was well under way, I 
think, before I dared lift my eyes to his face. 

The great tide swept me on. When upon 
earth had he created sound like this ? Where 
upon earth had we heard its like ? There he 
is, one listening nerve from head to foot, he 
who used to stand deaf in the middle of his 
own orchestra — desolate no more, denied no 
more for ever, all the heavenly senses possible 
to Beethoven awake to the last delicate re- 
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sponse ; all the solemn faith in the invisible, 
in the holy, which he had made his own, 
triumphant now; all the powers of his mighty- 
nature in action like a rising storm — there 
st^ds Beethoven immortally alive. 

What knew we of music, I say, who heard 
its earthly prototype ? It was but the tuning 
of the instruments before the eternal orchestra 
shall sound. Soul ! swing yourself free upon 
this mighty current. Of what will Beethoven 
tell us whom he dashes on like drops ? 

As the pasan rises, I bow my hfe to under- 
stand^. What would be with us whom God 
chose to make Beethoven everlastingly ? What 
is the burden of this master's message, given 
now in Heaven, as once on earth ? Do we 
hear aright? Do we read the score cor- 
rectly ? 

' Holy— holy ' 

A chorus of angel voices, trained since the 
time when morning stars sang together with 
the sons of God, take up the words : — 

' Holy, holy^ holy is the Lord.' 

• ••.••.• 

When the oratorio has ended, and we glide 
out, each hushed as a hidden thought, to hi» 
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own ways, I stay beneath a linden-tree to 
gather breath. A fine sound, faint as the 
music of a dream, strikes my ringing ears, 
and, looking up, I see that the leaf above my 
head is singing. Has it, too, been one of the 
great chorus yonder ? Did he command the 
forces of nature, as he did the seraphs of 
Heaven, or the powers of earth ? 

The strain falls away slowly from the hps 
of the leaf : — 

* Holy, holy, holy, ' 

It trembles, and is still. 
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XII. 

That which it is permitted me to relate to you 
moves on swiftly before the thoughts, like the 
compression in the last act of a drama. The 
next scene which starts from the variousness 
of heavenly delight I find to be the Symphony 
of Colour. 

There was a time in the history of art, 
below, when this, and similar phrases, had 
acquired almost a slang significance, owing to 
the affectation of their use by the shallow. I 
was, therefore, the more surprised at meeting 
a fact so lofty behind the guise of the familiar 
words ; and noted it as but one out of many 
instances in which the earthly had deteriorated 
from the ideals of the celestial life. 

It seemed that the development of colour 
had reached a point never conceived of below, 
and that the treatment of it constituted an art 
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by itself. By this I do not mean its treatment 
under the form of painting, decoration, dress, 
or any embodiment whatever. What we were 
called to witness was an exhibition of colour, 
pure and simple. 

This occasion, of which I especially speak, 
was controlled by great colourists, some of 
earthly, some of heavenly renown. Not all 
of them were artists in the accepted sense of 
designers; among them were one or two 
select creatures in whom the passion of colour 
had been remarkable, but, so far as the lower 
world was concerned, for the great part in- 
active, for want of any scientific means of 
expression. 

We have all knowi;i the colour natures^ and 
if we have had a fine sympathy, have compas- 
sionated them as much as any upon earth, 
whether they were found among the disap- 
pointed disciples of Art itself, or hidden away 
in plain homes, where the paucity of existence 
held all the delicacy and the dream of life close 
prisoners. 

Among the managers of this Symphony I 
should say that I observed, at a distance, the 
form of Kaphael. I heard it rumoured that 
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Leonardo was present, but I did not see him. 
There was another celebrated artist engaged 
in the work, whose name I am not allowed to 
give. It was an unusual occasion, and had 
attracted attention at a distance. The Sym- 
phony did not take place in our own city, but 
in an adjacent town, to which our citizens, as 
well as those of other places, repaired in great 
numbers. We sat, I remember, in a luxurious 
cohseum, closely darkened. The building was 
circular in form; it was indeed a perfect 
globe, in whose centre, without touching any- 
where the superficies, we were seated. Air 
without Ught entered freely, I know not how, 
and fanned our faces perpetually. Distant 
music appealed to the ear, without engaging 
it. Pleasures, which we could receive or dis- 
miss at will, wandered by, and were assimi- 
lated by those extra senses which I have no 
means of describing. Whatever could be done 
to put soul and body in a state of ease so 
perfect as to admit of complete receptivity, 
and in a mood so high as to induce the loftiest 
interpretation of the purely aesthetic enter* 
tainment before us, was done in tlie amazing 
manner characteristic of this country. I do 
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not know that I had ever felt so keenly as on 
this occasion the delight taken by God in 
providing happiness for the children of His 
disciphne and love. We had suffered so much, 
some of us, below, that it did not seem natural, 
at first, to accept sheer pleasure as an end in 
and of itself. But I learned that this, like 
many other fables in Heaven, had no moral. 
Live ! Be ! Do ! Be glad ! Because He lives, 
ye live also. Grow ! Gain ! Achieve I Hope ! 
That is to glorify Him and enjoy Him forever. 
Having fought — rest. Having trusted — know. 
Having endured — enjoy. Being safe — venture. 
Being pure — fear not to be sensitive. Being 
in harmony with the Soul of all delights — 
dare to indulge thine own soul to the brim 
therein. Having acquired holiness — thou hast 
no longer any broken law to fear. Dare to 
be happy. This ' was the spirit of daily life 
among us. * Nothing was required of us 
but to be natural,' as I have said before. 
And it * was natural to be right,' thank God, 
at last. 

Being a new-comer, and still so unlearned, 
I could not understand the Colour Symphony 
as many of the spectators did, while yet I 
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enjoyed it intensely, as an untaught musical 
organisation may enjoy the most complicated 
composition. I think it was one of the most 
stimulating sights I ever saw, and my am- 
bition to master this new art flashed fire at 
once. 

Slowly, as we sat silent, at the centre of 
that great white globe — it was built of por- 
phyry, I think, or some similar substance — 
there began to breathe upon the surface pure 
light. This trembled and deepened, till we 
were enclosed in a sphere of white fire. This 
I perceived, to scholars in the science of colour, 
signified distinct thought, as a grand chord 
does to the musician. Thus it was with the 
hundred efiects which followed. White light 
quivered into pale blue. Blue struggled with 
violet. Gold and orange parted. Green and 
gray and crimson ghded on. Eose — the living 
rose — blushed upon us, and faltered under — 
over — ^yonder, till we were shut into a world 
of it, palpitating. It was as if we had gone 
behind the soul of a woman's blush, or the 
meaning of a sunrise. Whoever has known 
the passion for that colour will understand why 
some of the spectators were with difiiculty re- 
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Strained from flinging themselves down into it, 
as into a sea of rapture. 

There were others more affected by the 
purple, and even by the scarlet ; some, again, 
by the delicate tints in which was the colour of 
the sun, and by colours which were hints rather 
than expressions. Marvellous modifications of 
rays set in. They had their laws, their 
chords, their harmonies, their scales; they 
carried their melodies and * execution ' ; they 
had themes and ornamentation. Each com- 
bination had its meaning. The trained eye 
received it, as the trained ear receives orches- 
tra or oratory. The senses melted, but the 
intellect was astir. A perfect composition of 
colour unto colour was before us, exquisite in 
detail, magnificent in mass. Now it seemed 
as if we ourselves, sitting there ensphered in 
colour, flew around the globe with the quiver- 
ing rays. Now as if we sank into endless 
sleep with reposing tints ; now as if we drank 
of colour ; then as if we dreamed it ; now as if 
we felt it — clasped it ; then as if we heard it. 
We were taken into the heart of it ; into the 
mystery of the June sky, and the grass-blade, 
the blue-bell, the child's cheek, the cloud at 
sunset, the snow-drift at twilight. The apple- 
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blossom told us its secret, and the down on 
the pigeon's neck, and the plume of the rose- 
curlew, and the robin's egg, and the hair of 
blonde women, and the scarlet passion-flower, 
and the mist over everglades, and the power 
of a dark eye. 

It may be remembered that I have alluded 
once to the rainbow which I saw soon after 
reaching the new life, and that I raised a 
question at the time as to the number of rays 
exhibited in the celestial prism. As I watched 
the Symphony, I became convinced that the 
variety of colours unquestionably far exceeded 
those with which we were familiar on earth. 
The Indian occultists indeed had long urged 
that they saw fourteen tints in the prism ; this 
was the dream of the mystic, who, by a tre- 
mendous system of education, claims to have 
subjected the body to the soul, so that the 
ordinary laws of nature yield to his control. 
Physicists had also taught us that the laws of 
optics involved the necessity of other colours 
beyond those whose rays were admissible by 
our present vision ; this was the assertion of 
that science which is indebted more largely 
to the ijnagination than the worshipper of the 
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Fact has yet arisen from his prone posture 
high enough to see. 

Now, indeed, I had the truth before me. 
Colours which no artist's palette, no poet's 
rapture knew, played upon optic nerves, 
exquisitely trained to receive them, amd were 
appropriated by other senses empowered to 
share them in a manner which human lan- 
guage supplies me witli no verb or adjective 
to express. 

As we journeyed home after the Sym- 
phony, I was surprised to find how calming 
had been the effect of its intense excitement. 
Without fever of pulse or rebel fancy or 
wearied nerve, I looked about upon the peace- 
ful country. I felt ready for any duty. I 
was strong for all deprivation. I longed to 
live more purely. I prayed to live more 
unselfishly. I greatly wished to share the 
pleasure, with which I had been blessed, with 
some denied soul. I thought of uneducated 
people, and coarse people, who had yet to be 
trained to so many of the highest varieties of 
happiness. I thought of sick people, all their 
earthly lives invalids, recently dead, and now 
free to live. I wished that I had sought some 



BEYOND THE GATES. 159 

of these out, and taken them with me to the 
Symphony. 

It was a rare evening, even in the blessed 
Land. I enjoyed the change of scene as I 
used to do in traveUing below. It was de- 
lightful to look abroad and see everywhere 
prosperity and peace. The children were 
shouting and tumbhng in the fields. Young 
people strolled laughing by twos or in groups. 
The vigorous men and women busied them- 
selves or rested at the doors of cosy homes. 
The ineffable landscape of hill and water 
stretched on behind the human foreground. 
Nowhere a chill or a blot ; nowhere a tear or 
a scowl, a deformity, a disabihty, or an evil 
passion. There was no flaw in the picture. 
There was no error in the fact. I felt that I 
was among a perfectly happy people. I said, 
' I am in a holy world.' 

The next day was a Holy Day ; we of the 
earth still called it the Sabbath, from long 
habit. I remember an especial excitement on 
that Holy Day following the Colour Symphony, 
inasmuch as we assembled to be instructed by 
one whom, above all other men that had ever 
lived on earth, I should have taken most 
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trouble to hear. This was no other than St. 
John the Apostle. 

I remember that we held the service in the 
open air, in the fields beyond the city, for 
* there was no Temple therein.' The Beloved 
Disciple stood above us, on the rising ground. 
It would be impossible to forget, but it is well- 
nigh impossible to describe, the appearance cf 
the preacher." I think he had the most sensi- 
tive face I ever saw in any man ; yet his dig- 
nity was unapproachable. He had a ringing 
voice of remarkable sweetness, and great 
power of address. He seemed more divested 
of himself than any orator I had heard. He 
poured his personaUty out upon us, like one 
of the forces of nature, as largely, and as un- 
consciously. 

He taught us much. He reasoned of 
mysteries over which we had pored helplessly 
all our lives below. He explained intricate 
points in the plan of human life. He touched 
upon the perplexities of rehgious faith. He 
cast a great light backward over the long, 
dim way by which we had crept to our 
present blessedness. He spoke to us of our 
deadliest doubts. He con^rme^ for us ouy 
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patient belief. He made us ashamed of our 
distrust and our restlessness. He left us eager 
for faith. He gave vigour to our spiritual 
ideals. He spoke to us of the love of God, as 
the light speaks of the sun. He revealed to 
us how we had misunderstood Him. Our 
souls cried out within us, as we remembered 
our errors. We gathered ourselves like 
soldiers as we knew our possibilities. We 
swayed in his hands as the bough sways in 
the wind. Each man looked at his neighbour 
as one whose eyes ask : ' Have I wronged thee ? 
Let me atone.' ' Can I serve thee ? Show 
me how.' All our spiritual life arose like an 
athlete, to exercise itself; we sought hard 
tasks ; we aspired for far prizes ; we turned 
to our daily lives like new-created beings : so 
truly we had kept Holy Day. When the 
discourse was over, there followed an anthem 
sung by a choir of child-angels hovering in 
mid air above the preacher, and beautiful 
exceedingly to the sight and to the ear. 
* God,' they sang, ' is Love — is Love — ^is Love.' 
In the refrain we joined with our own awed 
voices. 

The chant died away. All the air of all 
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the worlds was still. The Beloved Disciple 
raised his hand in solemn signal. A majestic 
Form glided to his side. I'o whom should 
the fisherman of Galilee turn with a look like 
that ? Oh, grace of God ! what a smile was 
there 1 The Master and Disciple stand to- 
gether ; they rise above us. See I He falls 
upon his knees before that Other. So we 
also, sinking to our own, hide our very faces 
from the sight. 

Our Lord steps forth, and stands alone. To 
us in glory, as to them of old in sorrow. He is 
the God made manifest. We do not hft our 
bowed heads, but we feel that He has raised 
His pierced hands above us, and that His own 
lips call down the Benediction of His Father 
upon our eternal lives. 
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XIII. 

My father had been absent from home a great 
deal, taking journeys with whose object he 
did not acquaint me. I myself had not visited 
the earth for some time ; I cannot say how 
long. I do not find it possible to divide 
heavenly time by an earthly calendar, and 
cannot even decide how much of an interval, 
by human estimates, had been indeed covered 
by my residence in the Happy Country, as 
described upon these pages. 

My duties had called me in other directions, 
and I had been exceedingly busy. My father 
sometimes spoke of our dear hearts at home, 
and reported them as all well ; but he was not 
communicative about them. I observed that 
he took more pains than usual, or I should 
say more pleasure than usual, in the little 
domestic cares of our heavenly home. Never 

H 2 
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had it been in more perfect condition. The 
garden and the grounds were looking ex- 
quisitely. All the trifling comforts or orna- 
ments of the house were to his mind. We 
talked of them much, and wandered about in 
our leisure moments, altering or approving 
details. I did my best to make him happy, 
but my own heart told me how lonely he must 
be despite me. We talked less of her coming 
than we used to do. I felt that he had 
accepted the separation with the unquestion- 
ing spirit which one gains so deeply in Heaven ; 
and that he was content, as one who trusted, 
still to wait. 

One evening, I came home slowly and alone. 
My father had been away for some days. I 
had been passing several hours with some 
friends, who, with myself, had been greatly 
interested in an event of public importance. 
A messenger was needed to carry certain 
tidings to a great astronomer, known to us of 
old on earth, who was at that time busied in 
research in a distant planet. It was a desir- 
able embassy, and many sought the oppor- 
tunity for travel and culture which it gave. 
After some delay in the appointment, it w^ 
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given to a person but just arrived from below : 
a woman not two days dead. This surprised 
me till I had inquired into the circumstances, 
when I learned that the new-comer had been 
on earth an extreme sufferer, bed-ridden for 
forty years. Much of this time she had been 
unable even to look out of doors. The airs 
of Heaven had been shut from her darkened 
chamber. For years she had not been able to 
sustain conversation with her own friends, 
except on rare occasions. Possessed of a fine 
mind, she had been unable to read, or even to 
bear the human voice in reading. Acute pain 
had tortured her days. Sleeplessness had 
made horror of her nights. She was poor. 
She was dependent. She was of a refined 
organisation. She was of a high spirit, and 
of energetic temperament. Medical science, 
holding out no cure, assured her that she 
might live to old age. She lived. When she 
was seventy-six years old, death remembered 
her. This woman had sometimes been in- 
quired of, touching her faith in that Mystery 
which we call God. I was told that she gave 
but one answer; beyond this, revealing no 
more of experience than the grave itself, to 
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which, more than to any other simile, her life 
could be likened. 

* Though He slay me,' she said, * I will 
trust.' 

' But, do you never doubt ? ' 

' I will trust.' 

To this rare spirit, set free at last and re- 
embodied, the commission of which I have 
spoken was delegated ; . no one in all the 
city grudged her its coveted advantages. A 
mighty shout rose in the public ways when 
the selection was made known. I should 
have thought she might become deUrious with 
the sudden access of her freedom, but it was 
said that she received her fortune quietly, 
and slipping out of sight, was away upon her 
errand before we saw her face. 

The incident struck me as a most impres- 
sive one, and I was occupied with it, as I 
walked home thoughtfully. Indeed, I was so 
absorbed that I went with my eyes cast down, 
and scarcely noticed when I had reached our 
own home. I did not glance at the house, 
but continued my way up the winding 
walk between the trees, still drowned in my 
reverie. 
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It was a most peaceful evening. I felt 
about me the fine light at which I did not 
look ; that evening glow was one of the new 
colours — one of the heavenly colours that I 
find it impossible to depict. The dog came to 
meet me as usual ; he seemed keenly excited, 
and would have hurried me into the house. I 
patted him absently as I strolled on. 

Entering the house with a little of the 
sense of loss which, even in the Happy World, 
accompanies the absence of those we love, and 
wondering when my father' would be once 
more with me, I was startled at hearing his 
voice — no, voices ; there were two ; they came 
from an upper chamber, and the silent house 
echoed gently with their subdued words. 

I stood for a moment listening below ; I 
felt the colour flash out of my face ; my heart 
stood still. I took a step or two forward — 
hesitated — advanced with something like fear. 
The dog pushed before me, and urged me to 
follow. After a moment's thought I did so 
resolutely. 

The doors stood open everywhere, and the 
evening air blew in with a strong and whole- 
some force. No one had heard me. Guided 
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by the voices of the unseen speakers I hurried 
on, across the hall, through my own room, 
and into that sacred spot I have spoken of, 
wherein for so many solitary years my dear 
father had made ready for her coming who 
was the joy of his joy, in Heaven, as she had 
been on earth. 

For that instant, I saw all the famiUar 
details of the room in a blur of Ught. It was 
as if a sea of glory filled the place. Across it, 
out beyond the window on the balcony, which 
overlooked the hill- country and the sea, stood 
my father and my mother, hand in hand. 

She did not hear me, even yet. They were 
talking quietly, and were absorbed. Uncer- 
tain what to do, I might even have turned and 
left them undisturbed, so sacred seemed that 
hour of theirs to me ; so separate in all the 
range of experience in either world, or any 
life. But her heart warned her, and she 
stirred, and so saw me — my dear mother — 
come to us, at last. 

Oh, what arms can gather hke a mother's, 
whether in earth or Heaven? Whose else 
could be those brooding touches, those raining 
tears, those half-inarticulate maternal words ? 
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And lor her, too, the bitterness is passed, the 
blessedness begun. Oh, my dear mother I My 
dear mother ! I thank God I was the child 
appointed to give you welcome — thus. . . . 

' And how is it with Tom — poor Tom I ' 
' He has grown such a fine fellow ; you 

cannot think. I leaned upon him. He was 

the comfort of my old age.' 

* Poor Tom ! ' 

' And promises to make such a man, dear ! 
A good boy. No bad habits, yet. Your father 
is so pleased that he makes a scholar.' 

' Dear Tom ! And Alice ? ' 

' It was hard to leave Ahce. But she is 
young. Life is before her. God is good.' 

* And you, my dearest, was it hard for you 
at the last ? Was it a long sickness ? Who 
took care of you? Mother! did you suffer 
much f ' 

' Dear, I never suffered any. I had a sud- 
den stroke I think. I was sitting by the fire 
with the children. It was vacation and Tom 
was at home. They were all at home. I 
started to cross the room, and it grew dark. 
I did not know that I was dead till I found 
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I was Standing there upon the balcony, in 
your father's arms.' 

* I had to tell her what had happened. 
She wouldn't believe me at the first.' 

* Were you with her all the time below ? ' 
' All the time ; for days before the end.' 

* And you brought her here yourself, 
easily ? ' 

* All the way, myself. She slept like a 
baby, and wakened — as she says.' 
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XIV. 

But was it possible to feel desolate in Heaven? 
Life now filled to the horizon. Our busineas, 
our studies, and our pleasures occupied every 
moment. Every day new expedients of de- 
light unfurled before us. Our conceptions 
of happiness increased faster than their real- 
isation. The imagination itself grew, as much 
as the aspiration. We saw height l)eyond 
height of joy, as we saw outline above out- 
line of duty. How paltry looked our wildest 
earthly dream ! How small our largest worldly 
deed I One would not have thought it possi- 
ble that one could even want so much as one 
demanded here ; or hope so far as one ex- 
pected now. 

What possibihties stretched on; each lead- 
ing to a larger, Uke newly-discovered stars, 
one beyond another ; as the pleasure or the 
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achievement took its place, the capacity for 
the next increased. Satiety or its synonyms 
passed out of our language, except as a remin- 
iscence of the past. See, what were the con- 
ditions of this eternal problem. Given: a 
pure heart, perfect health, unlimited opportu- 
nity for usefulness, infinite chance of culture, 
home, friendship, love ; the ehmination from 
practical life of anxiety and separation ; and 
the intense spiritual stimulus of the presence 
of our dear Master, through whom we ap- 
proached the mystery of God — how incredible 
to anything short of experience the sum of 
happiness 1 

I soon learned how large a part of our de- 
light consisted in anticipation ; since now we 
knew anticipation without alloy of fear. I 
thought much of the joys in store for me, 
which yet I was not perfected enough to attain. 
I looked onward to the perpetual meeting of 
old friends and acquaintances, both of the liv- 
ing and the dead ; to the command of unknown 
languages, arts, and sciences, and knowledges 
manifold ; to the grandeur of helping the 
weak, and revering the strong ; to the privilege 
of guarding the erring or the tried, whether of 
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earth or Heaven, and of sharing all attainable 
wisdom with the less wise, and of even in- 
structing those too ignorant to know that they 
were not wise, and of ministering to the dying, 
and of assisting in bringing together the 
separated. I looked forward to meeting select 
natures, the distinguished of earth or Heaven 
to reading history backward by contact with 
its actors, and settling its knotty points by 
their evidential testimony. Was I not in a 
world where Loyola, and Jeanne d'Arc, or 
Luther, or Arthur, could be asked questions ? 

I would follow the experiments of great 
discoverers, since their advent to this place. 
What did Newton, and Columbus, and Darwin 
in the eternal life ? 

I would keep pace with the development 
of art. To what standard had Michael 
Angelo been raising the public taste all these 
years ? 

I would join the fragments of those private 
histories which had long been matter of public 
interest. Where, and whose now, was Vittoria 
Colonna ? 

I would have the finales of the old Sacred 
stones. What use had been made of the im* 
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petuosity of Peter? What was the private 
life of Saint John ? With what was the fine 
intellect of Paul now occupied ? What was 
the charm in the Magdalene ? In what sacred 
fields did the sweet nature of Euth go glean- 
ing ? Did David write the new anthems for 
the celestial chorals ? What was the attitude 
of Moses towards the Persistence of Force ? 
Where was Judas? And did the Betrayed 
plead for the betrayer ? 

I would study the sociology of this explan- 
atory life. Where, if anj^where, were the 
Cave-men? In what world, and under what 
educators, were the immortal souls of Laps and 
Bushmen trained ? What social position had 
the early Christian martyrs ? What became of 
Caligula, whose nurse, we were told, smeared 
her breasts with blood, and so developed the 
world-hated tyrant from the outraged infant ? 
Where was Buddha, ' the Man who knew ' ? 
What afiectionate relation subsisted between 
him and the Man who Loved ? 

I would bide my time patiently, but I, too, 
would become an experienced traveller through 
the spheres. Our Sun I would visit, and 
scarlet Mars, said by our astronomers below 



BEYOND THE GATES, 175 

to be the planet most likely to contain inhabi- 
tants. The coloured suns I would observe and 
the nebulse, and the mysteries of space, power- 
less now to chill one by its reputed tempera- 
ture, said to be for ever at zero. Where were 
the Alps of Heaven ? The Niagara of celestial 
scenery ? The tropics of the spiritual world ? 
Ah, how I should pursue Eternity with ques- 
tions ! 

What was the relation of mechanical power 
to celestial conditions ? What use was made 
of Watt and Stephenson ? 

What occupied the ex-hod-carriers and 
cooks ? 

Where were all the songs of all the poets ? 
In the eternal accumulation of knowledge, 
what proportion sifted through the strainers of 
spiritual criticism ? What were the standards 
of spiritual criticism ? What became of those 
creations • of the human intellect which had 
acquired immortality ? Were there instances 
where these figments of fancy had achieved 
an eternal existence lost by their own creators ? 
Might not one of the possible mysteries of our 
new state of existence be the fact of a world 
peopled by the great creatures of our imagina- 
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tion known to us below? And might not one 
of our pleasures consist in Tisiting such a 
world? Was it incredible that Helen, and 
Lancelot, and Sigfried, and Juliet, and Faust, 
and IKnah Morris, and the Lady of Shalott, 
and Don Quixote^ and Colonel Xewcome, and 
Sam Weller, and Uncle Tom, and Hester 
Prynne and Jean Yaljean existed ? could be 
approached by way of holiday, as one used to 
take up the drama or the fiction on a leisure 
hour down below ? 

Already, though so short a time had I been 
in the upper life, my imagination was over- 
whelmed with the sense of its possibilities. 
They seemed to overlap one another hke the 
molecules of gold in a ring, Avithout visible 
juncture or practical end. I was ready for 
the inconceivable itself. In how many worlds 
should I experience myself ? How many lives 
should I live? Did eternal existence mean 
eternal variety of growth, suspension, renewal? 
Might youth and maturity succeed each other 
exquisitely ? Might individual life reproduce 
itself from seed, to flower, to fruit, like a plant, 
through the cycles ? Would childhood or age 
be Bf matter of personal choice ? Would the 
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affectional or the intellectual temperaments at 
will succeed each other ? Might one try the 
domestic or the public career in different ex- 
istences ? Try the bliss of love in one age, the 
culture of soUtude in another ? Be oneself yet 
be all selves ? Experience all glories, all dis- 
cipline, all knowledge, all hope ? Know the 
ecstasy of assured union with the one creature 
chosen out of time and Eternity to comple- 
ment the soul ? And yet for ever pursue the 
unattainable with the rapture and the rever- 
ence of newly-awakened and still ungratified 
feeUng ? 

Ah me ! was it possible to feel desolate even 
in Heaven ? 

I think it may be, because I had been much 
occupied with thoughts like these ; or it may 
be that, since my dear mother's coming, I had 
been, naturally, thrown more by myself in my 
desire to leave those two uninterrupted in their 
first reunion — but I must admit that I had 
lonely moments, when I realised that Heaven 
had yet failed to provide me with a home of 
my own, and that the most loving filial posi- 
tion could not satisfy the nature of a mature 
man or woman in any world. I must admit 

N 
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that I began to be again subject to retrospects 
and sadnesses which had been well brushed 
away from my heart since my advent to this 
place. I must admit that in experiencing the 
immortality of being, I found that I experi- 
enced no less the immortality of love. 

Had I to meet that old conflict here ? I 
never asked for everlasting life. Will He im- 
pose it, and not free me from that? God for- 
give me ! Have I evil in my heart still ? Can 
one sin in Heaven? Nay, be merciful, be 
merciful ! I will be patient. I will have trust. 
But the old nerves are not dead. ' The old 
ache has survived the grave. 

Why was this permitted, if without a cure ? 
Why had death no power to call decay upon 
that for which eternal life seemed to have pro- 
vided no health ? It had seemed to me, so 
far as I could observe the heavenly society, 
that only the fortunate affections of pre-exist- 
ence survived. The unhappy, as well as the 
imperfect, were outlived and replaced. Mys- 
teries had presented themselves here, which I 
wa& not yet wise enough to clear up. I saw, 
however, that a great ideal was one thing which 
never died. The attempt to realise it often 
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involved effects which seemed hardly less than 
miraculous. 

But for myself, events had brought no solu- 
tion of the problems of my past ; and with the 
tenacity of a constant nature I was unable to 
see any for the future. 

I niused one evening, alone with these long 
thoughts. I was strolUng upon a wide, bright 
field. Behind me lay the city, glittering and 
glad. Beyond, I saw the little sea which I 
had crossed. The familiar outhne of the hills 
uprose behind. All Heaven seemed heavenly. 
I heard distant merry voices and music. Listen- 
ing closely, I found that the * Wedding March ' 
that had stirred so many human heart-beats 
was perfectly performed somewhere across the 
w^ater, and that the wind bore the sounds to- 
wards me. I then remembered to have heard 
it said that Mendelssohn was himself a guest 
of some distinguished person in an adjacent 
town, and that .certain music of his was to 
be given for the entertainment of a group 
of people who had been deaf-mutes in the 
lower life. 

As the immortal power of the old music 
filled the air, I stayed my steps to listen. The 
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b3tter to do this, I covered my eyes with my 
hands, and so stood blindfold and alone in the 
midst of the wide field. 

The passion of earth and the purity of 
Heaven — the passion of Heaven and the de- 
ferred hope of earth — what loss and what pos- 
session were in the throbbing strains ! 

As never on earth, they called the glad to 
rapture. As never on earth, they stirred the 
sad to silence. Where, before, had soul or 
sense been called by such a clarion ? What 
music was, we used to dream. What it is, we 
dare, at last, to know. 

And yet — I would have been spared this 
if I could, I think, just now. Give me a mo- 
ment's grace. I would draw breath, and so 
move on again, and turn me to my next duty 
quietly, since even Heaven denies me, after 
aU. 

I would — what would I ? Where am I .? 
Who spoke, or stirred ? Who called me by 
a name unheard by me of any living lip for 
almost twenty years ? 

In a transport of something not unlike 
terror, I could not remove my hands from my 
eyes, but still stood, blinded and dumb, in 
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the middle of the shining field. Beneath my 
clasped fingers I caught the radiance of the 
edges of the blades of grass that the low breeze 
swept against my garment's hem ; and 
strangely in that strange moment, there came 
to me for the only articulate thought I could 
command, these two lines of an old hymn : — 

Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 
Stand dressed in living green. 

'Take down your hands,' a voice said 
quietly. * Do not start or fear. It is the 
most natural thing in the world that I should 
find you. Be calm. Take courage. Look at 
me.' 

Obeying, as the tide obeys the moon, I 
gathered heart, and so, lifting my eyes, I saw 
him whom I remembered standing close 
beside me. We two were alone in the wide, 
bright field. All Heaven seemed to have 
withdrawn to leave us to ourselves for this 
one moment. 

I had known that I might have loved him, 
all my life. I had never loved any other 
man. I had not seen him for almost twenty 
years. As our eyes met, our souls challenged 
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one another in silence, and in strength. I was 
the first to speak. 

* Where is she ? ' 
' Not with me.' 

* When did you die ? ' 
' Years ago.' 

* I had lost all trace of you.' 

' It was better so, for all concerned.' 
' Is she — is she ' 

* She is on earth, and of it ; she has found 
comfort long since ; another fills my place. I 
do not grieve to yield it. Come ! ' 

' But I have thought — for all these years — 
it was not right — I put the thought away — I 
do not understand ' 

* Oh, come ! I, too, have waited twenty 
years.' 

' But is there no reason — no barrier — are 
you sure ? God help me ! You have turned 
Heaven into Hell for me if this is not right.' 

' Did I ever ask you to give me one pitying 
thought that was not right ? ' 

' Never, God knows. Never. You helped 
me to be right, to be noble. You were the 
noblest man I ever knew. I was a better 
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woman for having known you, though we 

parted as we did.' 

' Then do you trust me ? Come ! ' 
' I trust you as I do the angels of God.' 

* And I love you as His angels may. 
Come ! ' 

' For how long — am I to come ? ' 

* Are we not in Eternity ? I claim you as 
I have loved you, without limit and without 
end. Soul of my immortal soul ! Life of my 
eternal Ufe ! — ^Ah, come.' 
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XV. 



And yet so subtle is the connection in the 
eternal life between the soul's best moments 
and the source of them, that I felt unready 
for my joy until it had His blessing whose 
Love was the sun of all love, and whose 
approval was sweeter than all happiness. 

Now, it was a part of that beautiful order 
of Heaven, which we ceased to call accident, 
that while I had this wish upon my lips, we 
saw Him coming to us, where we still stood 
alone together in the open field. 

We did not hasten to meet Him, but re- 
mained as we were Until He reached our side ; 
and then we sank upon our knees before Him, 
silently. God knows what gain we had for 
the life that we had lost below. The pure 
eyes of the Master sought us with a benignity 
from which we thanked the Infinite Mercy 
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that our own had not need to droop ashamed. 
What weak, earthly comfort could have been 
worth the loss of a moment such as this? He 
blesses us. With His sacred hands He blesses 
us, and by His blessing lifts our human love 
into so divine a thing that this seems the only 
Ufe in which it could have breathed. 

By-and-by, when our Lord has left us, we 
join hands like children, and walk quietly 
through the dazzling air, across the field, and 
up the steps, and up the road, and home. I 
seek my mother, trembling, and clasp her, 
sinking on my knees, until I hide my face 
upon her lap. Her hands stray across my 
hair and cheek. 

' What is the matter, Mary ? — dear Mary I ' 

' Oh, Mother, I have Heaven in my heart 
at last ! ' 

' Tell me all about it, my poor child. 
Hush ! There, there I my dear I ' 

' Your poor child ? , . . Mother I What 
can you mean ? ' 

What can she mean, indeed ? I turn and 
gaze into her eyes. My face was hidden in 



i86 BEYOND THE GATES, 

her lap. Her hands stray across my hair and 
cheek. 

* What is the matter^ Mary ? — dear Mary I ' 

* Oh, Mother, I have Heaven in my heart at 
last ! ' 

' Tell me all about it, my poor child. Hush 1 
There, there I my dear I 

* Your poor child ? Mother I What can 
this mean ? ' 

She broods and blesses me, she calms and 
gathers me. With a mighty cry, I fling my- 
self against lier heart, and sob my soul out, 
there. 

* You are better, child,' she says. ' Be 
quiet. You will live.' 

Upon the edge of the sick bed, sitting 
strained and weary, she leans to comfort me. 
The night-lamp burns dimly on the floor 
behind the door. The great red chair stands 
with my white woollen wrapper thrown across 
the arm. In the window the magenta gera- 
nium droops freezing. Mignonnette is on the 
table and its breath pervades the air. Upon 
the wall, the cross, the Christ, and the picture 
of my father look down. 
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The doctor is in the room ; I hear him say 
that he shall change the medicine, and some 
one, I do not notice who, whispers that it is 
thirty hours since the stupor, from which I 
have aroused, began. Alice comes in, and 
Tom, I see, has taken mother's place, and 
holds me — dear Tom ! — and asks me if I 
suffer, and why I look so disappointed. 

Without, in the frosty morning, the factory 
bells are calUng the poor girls to their work. 
The shutter is ajar, and through the crack I 
see the winter day dawn on the world. 



THE END. 
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•n Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohm; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprkit 
of the last Revised Edition, Large 
4to, half-bound, 288. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Whh 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. 
Haweis. Demy Svo, cloth limp, 2B.6d. 



Cobban .The Cure of Souls : 

A Story. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 



Collins (C. Allston).— The Bar 

sinister: A Story. By C. Allston 
Collins. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 
2l. 

Collins (Mortimer 8c Franoes)J 

Novels by : 

Sweet and Twenty Post Svo, Ulus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Frances. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2s. ! 

Blacksmith and Scholar. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. ; crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

The Village Comedy. Post Svo, illnst. 
• boards, 28. ; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

You Play Me False. Post Svo, illust. 
boards, 28.; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 



Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne Page. Post Svo, illus- 
trated bsards, 28. ; crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Transmigration. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 28. ; crown Svo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. 

From Midnight to Midnight. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 



Colman*s l-lumorous Works: 

" Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
Slippers," and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of Georob Col- 
UAN. With Life by G. B Buckstonb, 
and Frontispiece by Hooarth. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6^ 



BOOKS PUBUSHED BT 



Cdlins (Wilkie), Novels by. 

Each post 8To,iUastxated boards, 9h; 
cloth limpp Si. €d.; or crown 6vo, 
doth extra, lUostrated, Si. €d. 

AntoniiUL Illnst. by A. CoxcAnw. 
Basil. Illustrated by Sir Jomi Gil- 

SBKT and J. MABOITKr. 

Hkte and Seek. Illastrated by Sir 
Jobs Gilbert and J. Mabosoct. 

The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir 
Jobs Gilbekt and A. CoHCAHsa. 

Queen of Hearts. Illnstnued by Sir 
JoBM Gilbert and A. Cohcanem. 

My MIeoellanles. With lUostratioas 
by A. CoHCAifxif» and a Steel-plate 
Portrait d Wilub Coixims. 

The Woman In White. \^th Illos- 
trations by Sir Jobn Gilbert and 

F. A. Feases. 

The iMo<mstone. With IllnstratioDs 
by G. Du BfAURiKRand F. A. Fraser. 

Man and Wife. lUast by W. Small. 

Poor Mies Finch. Illastrated by 

G. Dv Maurikr and Edward 

HUOBES. 

Mies or Mrs. ? With lUnstrations by 
S. L. FiLDBS and Hemrt Woods. 

The New Magdalen. Illastrated by 
G. Du Maurier and C. S. Ramds. 

The Frozen Deep. Illastrated by 
G. Du Maurier and J. Mahonby. 

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S. L. FiLDES and Sydney Hall. 

The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. lUnstrated by 
Arthur Hopkims. 

The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Roba 

Heart and Science : A Story of the 
Present Time. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. [In preparation. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Catherine 
Ryan. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two 
Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 lilusts.,288. 

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 
bv W. J. Hennessy. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Wandering Jew. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Thomas Carlyle : Letters and Re- 
collections. With Illustrations, 
Crown 8vo, cloth exti^a, 6s. 



Cook (Dutton), Worics by : 

Hours with the Playsn. With a 
Steel Plate FronftisiMce. Newand 
Cheapo Edit, cr. Sto, doth eztia.6L 

NMhts at the Play: A View of the 
Baalish Staee. New and Cheaper 
EdUxon. Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 6L 

Leo: A Nord. Post Svo^ iOsstrated 
boards, iL 

Paul Fostsi^s Daughter. Post 8vo, 
iUnstzated boards^ ft:; crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 9b. 60. 

Copyright. — A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright in 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
SinwET fButou>, of the Middle 
Temple, Ksq., Barrister "at-Law. ^ost 
8vo, cloth limp, ^ fld. 

Cornwall.— PopulapRomances 

of the West of England ; or. The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of OldComwaU. CoUected and Edited 
by Robert Hdkt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illastrations by 
George Cruikshank. Crown Svo. 
clot h extra, 78. 6d. 

Creasy.— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. Bt Sir 
Edward Creasy, Author oi " The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown 8yo, cloth extra, ^t, with 13 
Portraits, 71. 6d. 

Cruikshank (George) : 
The Comic Almanack. Complete in 
Two Series : The First from 1835 
to 1843; the Second from 1844 to 
X853. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Thackeray, Hood, May- 
hew, Albert Smith, A'Bbckstt, 
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by 
Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thiclc 
volmnes, 7s. 6d. each. 

The Life of George Cruikshank. By 
Blanchard Terrold, Author of 
"The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefhlly 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. Od. 

Robinson Crusoe. A choicely-printed 
Edition, with 37 Woodcuts and Two 
Steel Plates, by George Cruik- 
shank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
100 Large Paper copies, carefully 

F Tinted on hand-made paper, with 
ndia proofs pf the Illustrations, 
pdce 368. {In preparation. 
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Ciimming. — In the Hebrides. 

By C. P. Gordon Cummikg, Antfaor 
ol •At ttome in Fiji." With Auto- 
type Facsimile and lUnstrations. Demy 
five, cloth e](tra, 88. 6cL 

Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 

aJdpy; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
>VfSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. 
F.ntirely New and Revised Edition, 
iHostrated with over 400 Woodcnts 
ajid Coloured Plates. Crown ftvo, 
c) 3th extra, 7s. 6d. 

Cypfes.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyples. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Daniel — Merrle England in 

the Olden Time. By Gborom Daniel. 
With Illustrations by Robt. Cruik- 
SHAMK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s 6d. 

Daudet.— Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist. By Alphonsb 
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry 
Meltzer. New and Cheaper Edition. 
Crown %\Q^ cloth extra, 3s.6d. [Shortly. 

Davenant. — What shall my 

Son be? Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. . Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse^and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 128. 

De Malstre. — A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavier de Maistrb. 
'Translated by Henry Attwell. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by : 

Our Lady of Teara. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3b. QgL ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Circe's Lovers. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d. [In preparation, 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 29. each. 
Sketches by Boz. 
The Pickwick Papers. 
Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas Nickieby. 



Dickens (Charu£s\ continued-' 

The Speeches of Charles DIcfcene. 
. Post 8to» cloth IJipp. 2i. M. 



The Speeehee of Charles DIeiwne, 
X841-1870, WithaNewBibllof^pby. 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Herns Shep' 
HERD. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 0S. 

About England wHh Olofcens. By 
Alfred kimmer. With 57 lUastra* 
tions by C. A. Vanderhoof, Alfred 
RiMMER, and others. Sq. Svo, cloth 
extra, Iw. (NL 



Dictionapies : 

A Dictionary of Miracles: ImiUtive, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. £. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. IPnparing. 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to the Play;, 
PIaywrights,Players, and Playhouses 
of the United Kmgdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Preset t 
Times. By W. Davenport Adams. 
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half- 
bound, 12s. Gd. [In preparatioit. 

Familiar Allusions: A Handbock 
of Miscellaneous Information; ix- 
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, : Ruins, Churches, Ships. 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, 
and the like. By Wm. A: Wheeler 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Den>y 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Reader's Handbook of Alh - 
slons. References, Plots, ard 
Stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brewir, 
LL.D. Third Edition, revited 
throughout, with a New Appendix, 
contaming a Complete English Bib- 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pagrs, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Short Sayings of Great Men, With 
Historical and Explanatory Notes. 
By Samuel A. Bent, M.A. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. Od. 

The Slang Dictionary: EtymologlesI, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6f . 0d. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases { A Die* 
tionary ot Curioun, Qusint, snrt Onl' 
of-thc-Way Matters. By Km^/J'M 
Edwardc. Crown 8vo. uttU vouml, 
lU. 6d. 
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Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 

Uterapy Fr'volltles, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
Si.6d. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrl- 
eltles. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2a. ea. 



Doran. — Memories of our 

Great Towns ; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S A. With 38 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Drama, A Dictionary of the. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
hoases of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's 
"Reader's Handbook.") Crown 8vo. 
half-bound, 12s. 6d. [In preparation. 



Dramatists, The Old. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Por- 
traits. 6s. per Vol. 
Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 

faphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. 
dited by Colonel Cunningham, 
Three Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Complete in 

-Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, includingthe doubt- 
ful ones; Vol. II., the Poems and 
Minor Translations, with an Intro- 
ductory Essay by Algernon Chas. 
Swinburne ; Vol. III., the Transla- 
tions of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. . Including his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
ham. One Vol. 

Masslnger's Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by Col. 
Cunningham. One Vol. 

Dyer. — The Folk -Lore of 

Plants. By T. F. Thiselton Dyer, 
M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

[In preparation, 

Edwards, Betham-. — Felicia: 

A Novel. By M. Betham-Edwards. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Edwardes (Mrs. A.), Novels by: 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Archie Lovell. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 
8a. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 



Early English Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A.B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 68. per Volume. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete 
Poems. One Vol. 

Davles' (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 

Merrick's (Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Herbert ( Lord) of Cherbury's Poems. 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Ckurton Collins. Crown 8vo, 
parchment, 8s. 



Eggleston.— Roxy: ANovel. By 

Edward Eggleston. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Emanuel.— ^On Diamonds and 

Precious stones: their History, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 
Emanuel, JF.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 

Englishman's House, The : A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
By C. J . Richardson. Third Edition. 
With nearly 600 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), 

Works by: 
Stories fhom the State Papers 

With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Eyes, The.— How to Use our 

Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. Bv 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. With 
37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, 
Is. 6d. 

Falrholt.— Tobacco : Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and upwards of 100 Illustra- 
tions bv the Author. Crown Sro, cloth 
extra, 68. 
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Famfliap Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miscellaneous Information: 
including the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Countr^i 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
CIuIm, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. Bv William A. Wreelbr, 
Author ot " Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charlbs G. Whbelbil Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemical History of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
EditedP bj William Crookbs, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4l 6d. 

On the Various Foroee of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William cTrookbs, F.CS. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illnstrations. 48. 6d. 

m — 

Fin-Bee. — The Cupboard 

Papere: Observations on the Art of 
Livins and Dining. By Fin-Bbc. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man ; 
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collecticms of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tllloteon. 
Polly. 
Seventy-flve Brooke Street. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 

plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems, with Memorial-Intro* 
daction and Notes, by the Rev. A. 
B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vtf, cioth 
boards, 6i. 

Fonblanque.— Filthy Lucre : A 

Novel. By Albany db Fon blawqub. 
Post 8vo, ulostrated boards, 28. 



Franciilon (R. E.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, itlust boards, 2s each. 

Olympfa. 

Queen Cophetua. 

One b y One. 

Esther's Qlove. Fcap. 8vo, picture 
cover, 18. 

French Literature, History of. 

Bv Hbnry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 vols., demy 8vo, cL b ds., 78. 6d each. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrftlee. 
The LIvse of the Cor\|urere. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry. — Royal Guide to the Lon- 
don Charities, 1883-4. ByHSBBBRT 
Fry. Showing, in alphabetical order, 
their Name, Date of Foundation. Ad- 
dress, Objects, Annual Income. Chief 
Officials, Ac. Published Annually. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, l8 6d. 

Gardening Bool<s: 
A Year's Work In Garden and Qreen» 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By Gborgb Glbmny. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Toy Iebrold, Author of " The 
Garden that Paid the Rent," &e. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Janb 
Jbrrolo. Illustrated. Post bvo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By Tom Jbrrolo. Fcap. Svo, illus* 

trated cover, l8.; cloth ump, Is. 6d. 
My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 

there. By Francis George Heath. 

Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 68. ; gilt edges, 68.' 

Gentieman's Magazine (The) 

for 1883. One Shilling Monthly. 
"The New Abelard," Robert Bu- 
chanan's New Serial Story, was begun 
in the January Number. ''Science 
Notee," by W. Mattibu Williams, 
F.R.A.S., is also continued monthly. 

•*• Sow ready, the Volume for January 
to JUNB, i863f cloth extra, frUe 88. 6d. ; 
Cases for bindtngt 28. each. 

Gentleman's Annual (The). 

Christmas. 1883. Containmg Two 
Complete Novels by Percy Fitb- 
OERALO and Mrs. Albzandbb. Demy 
Svo, illuminated cover, xs. [Preparing. 
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<jarpett.— -The Capel Girls: A 

Novel. By Edward Garrett. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. ; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

- -- — ~ — ^ 

Qerman Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With aa Illustrations on Steel by 
George Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6i. 6d. ; gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Gibbon (CliarJes), Novels by : . 

Bach in crown 8vo, cloth extra, 98. 6d.; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

Robin Cray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the World Seiy ? . 

In Honour Bound. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

In Pastures Green. 

Post' 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. 
. The Pead Heart. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, %. SA. each. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
Th^ Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Golden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 

Fancy- Free. Three Vols., crown 
8vo, 318. 64. {In the press, 

Giibert (William}, Noveis by : 
' Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Dr. Austin's Guests. 

The Wizard of the Mountain. 

James Duke, Costermonger. 

G iibS^rt (W. S.), Orlginai Plays 

' . by : In Two Series, eacn complete ia 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. First Series 
contains The Wicked World — ^Pygma- 
lion and Galatea — Charity — The 
Princess— The Palace of Truth— Trial 
by Jui^. The Second Series con- 
tains Broken Hearts — Bngaged — 
Sweethearts— Gretchen—Dan'l Druce 
—Tom Cobb— H.M.S. Pinafore— The 
Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 

iaiehny.— A Year's Work in 

-Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George 
Glsnhv. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 



Qodwirv— Uives ofthe.l^ecrov 

mancers. Bv William Godwin* 
Post 8vo, cl ot h limp, 28. 

Qolden Library, The: 

Square i6mc (Tauchnitz size), cloth 
limp, 23. per volume. . . ^ 

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the 
Echo Club. 

Bennett's (Dr. W. 0.) Ballad Hlstpry 
of. England. _ 

. Berxnett's (Dr. W. C.)., S.on^s for 
Sailors. < 

• 0yron'tf Don Juan 

Godwin's XWilliam) Lives; of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes'i-- ^ o'essor at the Break- 
fast Taoio ■ ■ 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of a 

Traveller. 
4rvlng's (Washington) Tales of the 

Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and' Oc- 
«u pat ions of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Ser|es 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a 
Chimney Comer, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction , by 
Edmund Ollier. 

Mallory'8 (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Ar^thur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
GOHERiB Ranking. 

Pascal's Provinolal Letters. AJ^ew 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M'CRiE,p.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia,' and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
- Life, by the Rev. E. Ci.arke. 

Shelley' j Early Poems, and Queen 
Mab. V^ith Essay by Leigh Ht'irr. 

Sbei ley's Later Poems: Laon and 
Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, the 

Shelley Papers, &c. 
SheAey's Prose Works, including A 

Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, St. 

Irwne &c 
White's ' Natural History of . Sel* 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 

Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 
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Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The : An Encyclopaedia of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited bv 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt and gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Gordon Gumming. — In the 

Hebrides. ByC. F.Gordon Cuuming, 
Author of "At Home in Fiji." With 
Autotype Facsimile and numerous 
full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Graham. — The Professbr's 

Wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 18.; cloth 
extra, 28. 6d. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuEFFER. With M^ Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 

I The Wilds of London. Crown Sto, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Low-Life Deeps : An Account of the 
Strange Fisn to be Found There. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3b. 6d. 

Dick Temple: A NoveL Post Svo, 
illastrated boards, 28. 

Guyot.— The Earth and Man ; 

«4 or, Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
.Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray; 
Id Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index, 

*; Crown Svo, cloth extra, gut, 48. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. I. 
Pincus. Crown Svo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 8d. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 88. 

New Symbols. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 08. 

Legends of the Moirow. Crowo Svo, 
Cloth extra, 6b. 

The Serpent Play. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 68. 



Half-Hours with Foreign Nov- 
elists. With Notices of their Liven 
and Writings. By Helen and Alice 
ZiMMBRN. A New Edition. Two Vols., 
crown Svo, cloth extra, 128. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 

pactep. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Hailiday.— Every-day Papers. 

Bv Andrew Hallidat. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over xoo Facsimiles and Ex- 
planatory Text. By Don Felix di: 
Salamanca. Post Svo, cloth ]imp,28. 6d. 



Hanky-Panky: A Collection of 




Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
48. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady DufTus). — Paul 

Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post Svo, illusi' 
boards, 2b. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 
Gi*eenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy', 
Author of "Far from the Msddini; 
Crowd." Crown Svo, cloth entra, 
88. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

Tho Art of Drass. With numcrou*: 
lUnstratioos. Small Svo, Illustrated 
cover, 18. ; cloth limp, l8. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and 11* 
lustrations, 68. 

The Art of Decoration. .Square Svo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, 108. 6fl. 

Chaucer for Children} A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. Mew 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, Of. 

Chaucer for Schools. Domy Svo, 
cloth limp. 28. 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).— American 

Humorists. Including Wasiiinotom 
Irvimo, Olivcr Wkkdell Uolmkh, 
James Russell Lowell, AnrKHvn 
Ward, Mark Twain, and Bret Harte, 
By the Rev. H. R. Hawbts, M.A« 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, #8. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crowa 8vo, cloth extra, 3l. 6d. each ; 
l)Ost 8vo, iliu&trated boards, Ste. each. 

Garth. 

El lice Quentin. 

Sebastian Strome. 



Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover. Is. ; 
clotn extra, 28. 6d. 

f^rince Saronl's Wife. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Sa. 6d. 

Dust: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3a. 6d. 

Fortune's Fool. Three Vols., crown 
8vo, 31s. 6d. 

Heath (F. G.). — My Qaixlen 

Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gborgb Heath, Author oi 
*' The Fern World," &c. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, St. ; cloth gilt, and gilt 
edges, 6i. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Animals and their Masters. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2l. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. 

Ivan de BIron : A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
^ cloth extra, 3s. 6fl.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Heptalogia (The); or, The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
an Introduction, by J. Churton 
Collins. Crown 8vo, bound in parch- 
ment, 88. 

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
boards, IBs. 

Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst vonX Works by : 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With xoo fine Illustrations and 3 
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
»*•• [./« preparation. 



Hind ley (Charles). Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 61. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In* 
eluding the Origin of oigns,* and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

Holmes(OllverWendell),Works 
by: 
The Autocrat of the Breakfe^t- 
Table Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d.; another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ». 

The Professor at the Breakfut- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2l. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. Crown 8vo, 
cloth limp, with Illustrations, 28. 61. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream oi the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to thA North Pole : 
A Noah's Arksdologf :al Narrative. 
With 25 lUustratioii by W. Brun- 
TON and E. C. Ba mes. Square 
crown 8vo, cloth extr&, gilt edges, 88. 

A Qoiden Heart: A Novel. Post8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 
morous Works, including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illnstrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
gilt, 78. 6d. 

Horne — Orion : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Richard Hek- 
oisT HoRNB. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
UBRs. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 



CHATTO &> WIND US, PICCADILLY. 



Howeli.— Conflicts of Capital 

And Labour, Historicall/ and Eco- 
nomically considered : Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Bconomical, 
and Industrial Aspects. By Gborgb 
Howell. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
78. 6d. 

Hugo. — The Hunchbacic of 
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

i-lunt.— Essays by Lelgii Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Ollier. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2g. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by: 

Thorn Icroft's Model. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

The Leaden Casket. Crown 8vo, 
. cloth extra. 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Self-Condemned. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3a. 6d. [Shortly. 

ingelow — Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

irving (Henry) — The Paradox 

of Acting. Translated, with Annota- 
tions, from Diderot's "Le Paradoxe 
sur le Com£dien," by Walter Her- 
KiES Pollock. With a Preface by 
Henry Irving. Crown 8vOf in parch- 
ment, 48. 6d. 

— ^ --■-■■■ ■ ■ I ■ 

irving (Wa8liington),Wori<s by : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. each. 
Tales of a Traveller. 
Talcs of the Alhambra. 

James.— Confidence : A Novel. 

By Henry James, Jun. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2 8. 

Janvier.— Practlcaf Keramics 

for Students. By Catherine A. 
Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; or post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Que en of Con na ug ht. 

JefTeries.- Nature near Lon- 

don. By Richard Jefferies, Authof 
of " The Gamekeeper at Home,'* 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 



Jennings (H. J.).— Curiosities 

of Criticism. By Henry J. Jennings. 
Post ttvo, cloth limp, 28. 61. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roslcruclahs: Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations. A New Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Jerrold (Tom), Worl<s by: 

The Garden that Paid the Rent 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus- 
trated cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Toil and Jane 
Jerrold. Illustrated. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Ton Terrold. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 



Jesse.— Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works 

by: 

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
2CO Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
78. 6d. 



Jonson*s (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir by William 
GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, IBs. ; or separately, 6s. per 
Volume. 



Josephus.TheCompleteWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 52 Illustratioos 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14s. 
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Kavanagh The Pearl Foun- 

tain, and other Fairy Stories. Bv 
Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 
Small 8vo, cloth gilt, 68. 

Kempt.— Pencil and Palette: 

Chapters on Art and Artists. By 
Robert Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s.6d. ^^^ 

KIngsley (Henry), Novels by: 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28b 

Oakshott Castle. 
Number Seventeen. 

Lamb (Charles): 

Mary and . Charles Lamb : Their 
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With 
Reminiscences and Notes by W. 
Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's 
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 
of the Title-pages of the rare First 
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's 
Works, and numerous Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, lOs. 6(1. 

Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 
ginal Editions, with many Pieces 
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of a Page of the " Essav 
on Roast Pig." Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2S. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus.. By Charles Lamb. Care- 
fully Reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 



Lares and Penates; or, The 

Background of Life. By Florence 
CadpV. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

^j^ '- ■ ' — " 

Lane's Arabian Nights,' &c.: 

The Thousand and One Nights: 
commonly called, in England, " The 
Arabian Nights' Entertain- 
ments." A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lane. Illustrated 
by many hundred Engravings on 
Wood, Irom Original Designs by 
Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
edited by bis Nephew, Edward 
Stanley Poole, with a Preface by 
■ Stanley Lane- Poole. Three Vols,, 
^ demy 6vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. .each'. 



Lane's Arabian Nights, &c. : 

Arabian Society hi the Middle Aifeft: 
Studies from *' The Thousand and 
One Nights," By Edward William 
Lane, Author of "The Modem 
Egyptians," &c. Edited by Stanley 
Lanb-Poolb. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 



68. 



Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The Story of the London Parka - 

With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 3a. 6d. 
Clerical Anecdotes. Post 6vo, cloth 

limp, 28. 6d. 
Forensic Anecdotes Post 8vo, cloth 

limp, 28. 6d. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, clotb 

limp, 28. 6d^ 

Leigh (Henry S.), Works by: 

Carols of Cockayne. With numerous 

Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

28. 6d. 
Jeux d'Esprtt. Collected and Edited 

by Henry S. Leigh. Post 8vo, cloth 

lira ^ 28. 6d. 



Life in London ; or, The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik- 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7s. 6d. 



Linton (E. Lynn), Works by: 

witch Stories. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

28.60. 
The True Story of Joshua Davidson. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 60. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 38 60. each ; poet 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Patricia Kemball. 

The Atonement of Leant Dundad. 

The World Well Lost. 

Under which Lord ? 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family, 

"My Love!" 



lone. Three Vols. , crown 8vo, 3l8. 60. 

iShortly, 

Locks and Keys. — On the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Primi- 
tive Locks, and Keys. By Lieut.-Gen. 
PiTT-Ri.vERS, F.R.S. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 4to, half RoZ' 
fourghe, 168. 



CHATTO 6- WIKDUS, PICCADiLL/. 
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Longfellow : 

. LongfeUow's Complete Proea Works." 
Including ••Outre Mer," "Hyper- 
ion/' "Kavanagh," "The Poets and 
Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." 
'With Portrait and Illustrations by 
Valentine Bromley. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 78. ed. 
Longfellow's Poetical Works. Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illus- 
trations on Steel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Uucy.—Xaldeon Fleyce: A Novel. 
. By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
^ doth extra, 3g. 6d. 

Lunatic Asylum, My Experl- 

ences In a. By A Sane Patient. 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, Ss. 

Uusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into En^ish Spenserian 

Verse by Robert Fprench Duff. 

' Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full -page 

Plates, cloth boards, .188 . 

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Wopk8 

by: 
A History of Our Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of i88o. Four 
Vols, demy Bvo, £loth extra, 128. 
each.— Also a Popular Edition, in 
Four Vgjs,. crown Bvo, cloth extra, 
Qs. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
68. iShortly, 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
V0I9. demy 8vo, cloth extca, 128. 
each. [Ih preparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each 
post ftvo, illustrated boards, 28. eash. 

> Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
LInley Rochford 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Maid of Athens. With X2 Illustra- 
tions by F. Barnard. 3 vols., crown 
8vo, 318. 6d. iShorily, 

McCarthy (Justlrv H.), Works 

by: 
Seraplon, and other Poems. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
An Outline of the History of Ireland. 

IroBi the Earliest Times to the Pre - 

sent Day. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 



MacDonald (George, LL.D.), 

Works by : 
The Prineess and Curdle. With 11 

Illustrations by Tame s Allen. SmaU 

crown 8vo, clotn extra, 68. 
Qutta-Pttreha Willie, the Wortong 

Genius. With 9 lllostrations bv 

Arthur Hugbbs. Square 8vo,dot^ 

extra, 88. 6d. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. With aFron« 

tispiece by J. E. Millais. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.,' post filvo. 
- illustrated boards, 28. 
Thomas Wlngfold, Curate. V/Uh . 

Frontispiece by C. J. Stanilamd. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. ; post 

Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

■ — 

Macdonell.— Quaker Cousins: 

A Novel. By Aonbs Macdonbll. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. SB. 6d. ; pott 

8vo. illustrated boards, 28. . 

~ - — 

Macgregor. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robert Macgregor. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Maclise Portrait-Gallery (The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters; 
with Memoirs— Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliograpliical, and Anecdotal— illus- 
trative bt the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. Bjf 
William Bates, B.A. With 85 Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crowe 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 1 

Macquold (Mrs.), Works by . 

In the Ardennes. With 50 Ene Illus- 
trafions by Thomas R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 108. 6a. 
Pictures and Legends from Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous lUustAtions by Thomas R' 
Macquoib. Square Svo, cloth gilt, 
108. 6d. 
Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations by T.R. Macquoid. Square 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6a. 
Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square Svo, cloth extra, 78. 60, ^ 

About Yorl<shlre. With 67 Illustr*/ . 
tions by T. R. Ma'3:juoid, Engraved 
by Swain. Square Svo, cloth extra. 
108. 6d. 
The Evil Eye, and other StoricS. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 
Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crowt* 
Svo, cloth extra. 88. 6d. ; post Svo- 
illustrated boar'' "" 



BOOKS PVBUSHBD BY 



Mackay.— Interludes and Un- 



Ma^lclan's Own Book (The): 

PerfonnancBi with Cnra and Bills. 
E^i, Hail, Iluidkeichiefs, fte. All 
fRim ictnal EipeiicDoe. Edited br 



Magic No Mystery ; Tricks urith 
Cards, Dice, Balli. 4c., wiih fuUj 



Magna Charta. An e. 



MalloGk (W. H.), Works by: 

The New Republic; or, Culluie, Faith 
and PhilojophT in an Enilish Country 
HOUM. Post6vo,clothTimp,2B.6d.i 
CbeapEdiiion, illustrated boards, 2|. 

The New Paul and Vlrelnla ; or, Posi- 

limp, ft. M. 
Poama. Small 4to, bound iu psrcb- 

la Lite' worth LIvtngP Crown Svo, 

Mallory'e (Sir Thomas) Mont 

d'Ai^hup : The Stories ol Kin)i Anhur 
and of the Kniehls of the Round Table. 

Edited by B. MONTOOHEHII RiNKIKO. 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2a. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 
bis Tramlalloni. Edited, witb Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cuhninc. 
H.II. Crnwn avo, cloth eitra. ftL 

Marpyat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown Bvo, cloth eitra M. 6d. each ; or, 
post Svo, illustrated boards, it. 



Fighting the AIn 



Mark Twain, Works by: 

Revised and Corrected throuehout by 

numerous illustrations.' Crown'svo, 
cloth eitrs, 7a. U. 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyap. 
Witb loo Illustrations. Small Svi^ 
cloth eitra, Ta. fid. Cheap Er)iTI0H, 
illust rated boards, 2a. 







Skelebei. 










1 and the Pauper. Wlih 


d^'^'ef 


a, 7j. M. 


townflvo. 






TbeMew 






















nd the Holy La 











A Tpsmp Abpoad. With 314 lib 
tions. CkownBYO, cloth eitra,1 

The Stolen White Elephant, 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 61. 

300 Original lUustratiDns. C 
BvcelotTi extra, 7a. Sd. 1 



Maselnger's Plays. From the 

Teit of WiLt-iAw GirrosD. Edited 
by Col. CuNNiNOHau. Crown 8vo. 
cloth eiira, fia. 
May hew London Characters 

ftnd the Humopoue Side of London 
LIfB. By llENHV Mayhew. With 
....^-„^.._ T,i..-.__.; — Crown BvOj 



cloth ei 



1, Ea. 6d. 



Mayfair Library, The: 

Post e<o,clothlimp, 2l.ai. per Volnme. 

A Joupney Round Mv Room. Br 

XAViaa PE MtisTRE. Translated 

by Henry Attweli. 

LatterDay Lyplca. Edited by W. 

QuIpB and Quiddities, Selected by 

W.0,tvENPORT Adams. 
The Agon 



Intra 
Balzac'a "Co medio 



Edile 



:e Cur 



. witb an 



ilanoholy Anatomlasd: A Popular 
IbridBmciit of "DBrton'i Anatomy 
>f Meiancholy." 
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Mayfair Library, continued— 
The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
Literary Frivolities. Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dobsom. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected and Edited by W. T. 

DOBSON. 

. The Cupboard Papers. By Fim-Bec. 
Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Series. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity — The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jnry. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged— Sweethearts — 
Gretcben— Dani Dmce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
— ^The Pirates oi Penzance. 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir Arthur 

Helps. 
Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 

J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat of the BreaktSMt-Table. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 

Kempt. 
Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar- 

WOOD. 

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacsb Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry S. 

Leigh. 
Jeux d'Esprit. Edited by Henry S. 

Leigh. 
True History of Joshua Davidson. 
• By E. Lynn Linton. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes and Players. By Robert 

Macgregor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Mallock. 
* The New Republic. By W. H. Mal- 
locr. 
Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. 
Choluondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 

H. A. Page. 
Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmonde- 

ley-Pen NKLL. 
Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 

Rowley. 

TIM Philosophy of Handwriting. By 
Don Felix db Salamanca, 



Mayfair Library, coniimud-- 

By Stream and Sea. By William 

Senior. 
Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 

Thornbury. 
Leaves ftrom a Naturalist's Note- 

Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilso n. 

Medicine, Family.— One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Aee. By N. E. Davibs, 
Licentiate of the Royal College of 
Physicians of London. Crown 8vo» 
If. ; c loth. Is. 6d. '' 

Merry Circle (Tlie) : A Book of 

New Intellectual Gaines and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bellbw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 4b. 6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Touch and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. : post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2l. 

Mr. Dorliiion. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2 8. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Young: or, The House of Life: Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health, for 
use in Classes and Popular Readmg. 
With numerous Illustrations By Mrs* 
F. Fenwick Miller. Small 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Milton (J. L.), Worl<8 by: 
The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management ot 
the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. Small 8vo, 
Is. ; cloth extra, Is. 6d. 
The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 

Small 8vo, Is. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 
The Laws of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small Bvo, 
is . ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 

Moncrieff. — The Abdication ; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A.. J. 
MacWhirter,A.R.A., Colin Hunter» 
R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. Large 
4to, bound in buckram, 21s. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by: 
A Life's Atonement. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra. 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. 
Joseph's Coat. With Illustrations by 

F. Barnard. Crown 8vo,clcthextra» 

3s 6d. 



IS 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



D. C Murray's Novxls, continued-^ 
Coals of Fire. With Illustrations by 
Arthitr Hopkins and others. Crown 
8to^ cloth extra, 39^ 6d. 
A Model Father, and other Stories. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Val Strange : A Story of the Primrose 
Way. Crown 8vo,clolh extra, 38. 6d. 

Hecu^s. New and Cheaper Edition. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. [Shortly. 

By the Gate of the Sea. Two Vols., 
, post 8vo, 128. 

The Way of the World. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, Sls. Od. [Shortly, 

WorihTtcUlaiPFoTk! By Mrs. 
CoMYNS Carr. lUust. by Randolph 
Caldecott. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra,78. 6d. 

Number Nip ^Stories about), 

the Spirit of tne Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. 
MoYR Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, Cs. 

Ollphant. -. Whiteladies: A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra» 38. Od. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

O'Reilly.^Phoebe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. ' With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 
Songe of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 

extra, 7s. 6d. 
Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, 

cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 10b. 6d. ^^^^^^ 

Ouida, Novels by. Crown 8vo,' 

cloth extra, 6s. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. each. 

Held In Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

idalia. 

Cecil Castiemalne's Gage. 

Tricotrln. 

Puck. 

Folle Farlne. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Paeoarel. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 



OuiDA's Novels, een Hnued ■ 
~ Slgna. 

In a Winter City 

Ariadne. 

FHendshtp. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A Village Commune* 



In Maremma, Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, fis. 

BImbI : Stories for Children. Sonare 
8vo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges,78.0d. 

Wanda: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, fis. [Shortly. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Ouida, by F. 
Sydnsy Morris. Small crown-8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. [In the pnss. 

Page (H. A.), Works by s 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study. 
With a Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Lijghts on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. By the late T. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Pascars Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troductiota and Notes, by T. M'Crie, 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Paul Ferroll : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Paul Ferroll : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferroll KIHed His Wife. 

Payn (James), Novels by: • 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6cL ; or 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Lost Sir Masslngberd. 

The Beet of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than We're Painted 

By Proxy. 

Under One Roof. 

High Spirits. 

Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential Agent 

Some Private Views. 

Fi'om Exile. 
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James Path's Novels, continMsd— 
Post 8vo, niiistrated boards, Si.eacii. 
A Perfect Ti<easupe. 
Bentinck*8 Tutor. 
Murph/a Master. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 
A Woman's Vengeane<\ 
Cecil's Tryst. 
The ClyfTards of ClyfTe^ 
The Family Scapegrace. 
The Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Humorous Stories. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3i. 6d. each. 
A Grape from a Thorn. With Illos- 

txatioBS by W. Small. 
ForrCash Only. 1 .Kit: A Memory. 

Pennell Jh. Cholmondeley), 

. Works by: Post 8vo, doth limp, 
28. 6d. each. 
Fuok on Pegasus. With IllastratioDS. 

The Muses of Mayfatr. Vers de 
Social, Selected and Edited by H. 
■ C. Pennell. 

Phelps.— Beyond the Gates. 

By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps, 
Author of *• The Gates Aiar.»' Croi^n 
8vo, cloth extra, 4b. 6d Published by 
special arrangement with the Author, 
and Copyright in England and its 
Dependencies. {Shortly. 

Plahche (J. R.), Works by: 
The Cyclopaedia of Costume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ec- 
clesiastical, Civil, and Military— from 
the Earliest Period in England to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco, 
profnscly Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts. 
£7 7g. The Vols, may also be had 
uparaUly (each complete in itselt) 
at £3 l&B. 6d. each : Vol. I. Thb 
X)ictxohary. Vol. II. A General 
' History of CostuME w Europe. 



Pla«ciie*s Works, continiudr^ 
Tho Purauhrant of Arma; or. Her- 
aldry Foonded upon FacU. Wtth 
Coiourad Frootispiece and soo lUns- 
trataoos. Cr. 8yo, doCb extra, 7*. M. 
Sontfs and Poems, from iStg to 1879. 
Edited, with an Introdnction, br his 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarxess. Crown 
8vo, cloth eitra, gs . 

PiPkis.— Trooping with Crows : 

A Story. By Catherine Pireis. Fcap. 
gvo. pxtnre cover. Is. 

Play-tJme : Sayings and Doings 
of Babyland. By Edward Starforo. 
Large 4^0* baadaomely printed in 
Colours, gs. 

piutarch'8 Lives of lltustriou8> 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by Jokm and 
William Langhorke. Two Vols., 
8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, lOi. 00. 
. t • 

Poe (Edgar Allan) :^ 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With 
an Introdactory Essay by Charles 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. M. 

The Mystery of Marie Rotfet, and 
other Stories. Post 8vo, illnstrated 
boards, Si. _ 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com> 

{>lete in One Volame, Post 8vo, cloth 
imp, 2i. 

Price (E. C), Novels by : 

Vaientina: A Sketch. With a Fron- 
tispiece by Hal Ludlow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. ; post 8vo» 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Foreigners. Three Vols., crown 
. 8v o, 31s. 6d. ZSkortly. 

Proctor (Richd. A.), WopI<s by : 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illus- 
trations. Small crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 48. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 

Familiar Selenoe Stud lea. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d. 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Pleasant Ways In Science. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Rough Ways made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
*iA/< anhs«ict8. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra,6s. 



R. A. PeocToa'a Wobkb, lonlinntd— 
Our Plw» among Intlnltlu: ASeriea 

Abode in Space Bad Tuns wilh'lbe 









Nen 



Demj Svo, ciolh'eilra.loi. Sd. 

Th« OrBat Pynimld : Obiervilory, 
Tomb, nad Temple. With liLus- 
trationi. Crowa Bvo.cloUi eitia,<ll. 

MntarlMOf Tlmaand Space. 



itions. Crowa Bvo 



-a,?!. Sd. 



WagM I 
Wortiw 



Py rotec hn!at'aTrea8uny(The); 

or, Comple<B Art of Making Fireworks, 
ByTHOUAB Kentish. WISi aumeroua 
Ilfiutntigiu. Crown Bto, cloth exlra, 



by Gust 



Ram boaaon.— Popular Astro- 

oomy. By I. R*«Ha55nH, Laureate 
of t£s iDstilule of FrucE. Trios. 
Uled by C. B. Pituah. Crown Svo, 
clolh gill, with numerous IllustralioDs 

Spectra, Ti. 6d- 



b<urd9, U.; or crown evo, clolh 
Pag Wamngton. lUustriled by S. L. 

FiLDES, A.R.A. 

Christie Johnstone. IlIoEtraled by 
WlLLiui Shall, ' 

It Is NevGi- Tm Lats to Mend. 11- 



Inslraled by m'. El 

Tha Double MarrI 

by Sit JPHN Gil 



Hard Cash. Jlluslraled by F. W. 

OrlfBth Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 

FiLDES, A.R.A., and Wh. Shall, 
Foul Ploy, JllustrBled by George 



by Edward Hughes and A. W. 
CoorsK, 
The WnndePlng Heir Illnstrated 
by Hklek Paiebsok, S. L. Fildbs, 

A.R.A .CHARLEsGRSEK.andHEHBV 

Woods, A,R.A, 
A Simpleton. Illustialed by Kate 

CEAUrORD. 

A Womsn-Heter, Ulustnted by 

Thob. CouLDEir, 
Readlana, With a Steel Plate Portrait 

of Charles Reade. 
A New Collection of Storlee. to 

Three Vols,. crowoavQ. jPrttarint. 

RichaiKlaon. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Bih- 
JAUIN Ward Richardson, U.D., &c 

Rrddell (Mrs. J, H,), Navels by: 

Hep Mothar'B Oarllng. Crown Bvo, 
cloth extra, Sg. 6a,; post Bto, iUai- 

Tho Pplnco of Wales's Garden Party. 
and other Stories. With a Fronlu- 

Sieco by M. Ellen Epwa"""" ''—— 
vo, cla:heilra, SB. ed. 






by Ibe Author, Squue Bto. cloth 
«tn, gitt.lOs. Gd. 
Ramble* Round Eton and Harrow. 
By Alprbd Riuher. WithJoIUas- 



. cloth gill, IDl. Sd. 
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by : 

Women ara Strange. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

The Hands of Justioe. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3 g. 6d. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

The Poets' Birda. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. 78. 6d. 

The Poets' Beasts. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. ^n preparation, 

Robinson Crusoe : A beautiful 

reiwoduction of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Turo Steel Plates bv 
George CRuixsHAMK.choicelyprintea. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 60. 100 
Large-Paper copies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price 36s. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxinns and 

Woral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Sainte- 
^:g»gvg ^Post Svo, cloth limp. 28. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
Ijam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
«his Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
^d Coloars. Handsomely printed, 
price 68. 

Rowi^ (Hon. Hugh), Works by : 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

'^nlana: Riddles and Jokes. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

^U8seir~(Clark).— Round "Ithe 

Galley-Flre. By W. Clakk Russell, 

Author of "The Wreck of the 

__g> gsi;gffor." Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Sala — Gaslight and Daylight. 

% George Augustus Sala. Post 
^▼o, illustrated boards, 28. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executlonera: Memoirs of the 

^anson Family (16S8 to 1847). Edited 

hy HsNRY Sanson. Crown Svo, cloth 

^e xtra, 88. 6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d each ; or 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

One Against the World. 

Guy Waterman. 

rhe Lion In the Path. 

The Two Dreamers. 



Science Gossip : An Illustrated 

Medium of Interchange and Gossip 
for Students and Lovers of Nature. 
Edited by J. £. Taylor, Ph.D., F.L.S., 
F.G.S. Monthly, price 4d: Annual 
Subscription 68. (including Postage). 
Vols. I. to XIV. may be had 
at 78. 6d. each; and Vols. XV. to 
XVIII. ( iS^), at f8. each. Amoo£ the 
subjects included in its pages will be 
found : Aquaria, Bees, Beetles, Birds, 
Butterflies. Ferns, Fish, Flies, Fossils, 
Fungi, Geology, Lichens, Microscopes, 
Mosses, Moths, Reptiles. Seaweeds, 
Spiders, Telescopes, Wild Flowers, 
Worms, &C. 

<• Secret Out * Series, The : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely 
Illustrated, 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or " White 
Magic." By W. H. Cumer. 3«> 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or. 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks 
By THOMAS Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful ArU,Games,Tricks J>02zles, 
and Charades. Bj Frank Bbllbw. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

HankyPanky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks. White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Clara Bellbw. With many 
Illustrations. 

MaalcIan'sOwn Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats, 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience, Edited by W. H. Cre- 
MER. 200 Illustrations. 

Magic No Mystery: Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Training of Per- 
forming Animals, &c. With Co- 
loured Frontispiece and many Illus- 
trations. 



Senior (William), Works by : 

Travel and Trout In the Antipodes. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
By Stream and Sea. Post 8to, doth 

limp, as. (ML 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Shakespeare : 

The First Folio Shakaspeare.— Mr. 
William Shakespeare's Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
accordingto the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Ed. Blount. 2633.— A Repro- 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process— ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo, 
half-Roxburghe, 7g. 6d. 

TheLan8dpwneShake8peai*e. Beau- 
tifullv printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's 
Portrait. Post 8vo, fcloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. Moyr Smith. Crown Ato, cloth 
gilt, eg. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Muslo. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
^eare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Tiihe. By Alfred Roffe. 
4to, half-Roxburghe, 78. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 



Shei ley's Complete Works, in 

Four Vols., post Svo, cloth limp, 88. : 
or separately, 2». each. Vol. I. con- 
. tains his Early Poems. Queen Mab, 
&c., with an Introduction by Leigh 
Hunt; Vol. 11., his Later Poems. 
Laon and Cythna, &c.; Vol. III., 
Posthumous Poems,the Shelley Papers, 
&c. ; Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in- 
cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
trozzi, St. Irvyne, &c. 
f ■ ■ ■ 

Sheridan's Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including 
his Dramatic Writings, printed from 
the Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c With a 
Collection ' of Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page 
Tinted lUusttations, 7b. 6d. 



Short Saytnjgs of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A, 
Demy 8V0, cloth extra, 78. 6d. . 



SWney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poetical Works, including all those in 
"Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial - 
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry of 
Sidney, and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 
Svo, cloth boards, 188. 



Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Faxhous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 
Jacob Larwood and John Camden 
HoTTEN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with 100 Illustrations, 78. 6d. 



Sketchley— A Match In 
Dark. By Arthxjr Sketchley. 
8|vo, illustrated boards, 28. 



the 

Post 



Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 

mological. Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 6cL ^ 

Snnlth (J. Moyr), Works by : -t^J 

The Prince of Argolls : A Story of lae 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr 
Smith. Small Svo, cloth extra, with 
130 Illustrations, 3s. 6d. . , 

Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated bv J. Moyr Smith. 
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, profusely Il- 
lustrated, 68. . 

'^*]?^oi^ng of the Water Witch: 
A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dal- 
dorme. Illustrated by J. Moyr 
Smith. Small Svo, cloth extra, fii. , 

ou th- West, The New : Travel- 

IJog. Sketches from Kansas,. New 
Mexico,Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 

Sr..i.^'**'F '^^^ Hesse- Wartegg. 
With 100 fine Illustrations and 3 Maps. 
Svo, cloth extra, 14s. [tn preparation. 



Spalding.-Ellzabethan Demon- 

o'ogy: An Essay in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. -^ 



Speight. — The Mysteries of 

Heron Dyke. By T. W* SpeioHt. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellem 
Edwards. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
Sff. 6a. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, 

Spenser for Children. <* By M. 

H. TowRY. With inustraUons by 
Walter J Morgan. Crown 4to,'witb 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth 5lt,«t. " 



' ^ 1^ ^ ^l/^^^. f* 
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^Novd. By 
" PAf ^, FJLO-Su 
extza, Ik. fii.; 
boaxds, 2l 

Stevenson (RLLouis 

Familiar 




.Wd^Ksfey 






St. John. — A Levantine Farr i y. 
By Batle St. Io«m. Port H:., ^ »■ 
trated boaids, BL 



Stoddard 

in the South 
.- Warsex 
^ Wallis If ackay. 

extca,».Gd. 



Cruising 

By OiTi wings 
CnMA Siu^ ciott 



St. Pierre.— ^PsLul and Virginia, 

and The indiaffi Cotta^ By Bcs- 
. NAitDiN DE St. Pxebee. Hdjtfd, witii 
Life, by the Sev E. Claeke. Bast 
8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 

Strahan. — Twenty Years of a 

Publisher's Life. By Ausxakder 

Strahan. Two Vols., crown 8to, 

- with nomerous Portraits and Illos- 

tra-tions, 24s. [In preparation. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England ; including 
the Rural and Dcnaestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
- Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
• trations. Edited by William Hone. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London; A Residential Guide to 

Favourite London Localities, their 
' Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 

With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
, House Accommodation. With a'>Map 

of Suburban London. Grown 8vo, 
' cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 




.x^^giCfM'ijn C *. 
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ja tzrrmz. evo, af 



8x9, 

s: A Cntieal Essay. 
9be yarntTngs. Deny 

Sunriae. Crown 8to, 

A Tcaeedy. Crown 8yo, 

_ ! Chapman : An Essay. Crown 
hro,JB. 

Songfi of Ttro Nations. Crown 8vo, 
and Studies. Crown Svo, 




Ui. 

Ef«chtheus: A Tragedy. Crown Svo 
Sl 

Note of an English -Republican on 
the Muscovite Crusade. Svo, ig. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 
Svo, 6s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. Crown ' 
Svo, as. 

Songs of the Springtides. Crown 
Svo, 6b. 

Studies In Song. Crown Svo, 7s. 

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy, Crown 
Svo, 88. 

Tristram of Lyon esse, and other 
Poems. Crown Svo, 98. 

A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 
cloth extra, 8s. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours: 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowijorn- 
son's droll page Illustrations in CoSoars 
and a Life of the Author l>y J. C 
HoTTBN. Medium Stol doth 
78. 6d. 
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Talne's History of English 

LItermture. Translated by Henry 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 90b.— Popular Edition, 
In Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
Iflfe. 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Echo Club: Burlesanes of 
Modem Writers. Post 8vo, dotn limp, 
21. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas: ' Clancarty," "Jeanne 
Dare," '"Twixt Axe and Crown," 
"The Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's 
Wife/* "Anne Boleyn," "Plot and 
Passion." One Vol., crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

*** The Plays may also be had sepa- 
rately, at l8. each. 



Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Hakbpeacb 
Thackeray, depictins Humorous 
Incidents m his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 

Thonnas (Bertha), Novels by : 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. ; or 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Ci*essida. 
Proud Malsie. 
The Vioiin-Player. 

Thonnson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over ^o fine Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Thornbury (Walter), Works 

by: 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed- 
ward Walford, M.A, With Illus- 
trations by F. W. Fair holt, F.S.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondence of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illustrations in 
Colours, facsimiled from Turner's 
Original Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, 
illustrated board r, 28. 



Tlmbs (John), Works by: 

The History of Clubs and Club LHb 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, doth extra, 7s. 8d. 

English Eccentrics and Eccern 
tricitles: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, aad 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearlv 50 Illnsts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Torrens. — The Marquess 

Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Tor- 
RENS, M.P. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14a. 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 

The Way We Live Now. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

The American Senator. Cr 8vo, cl. 
extra, 38. 6d ; post 8vo, illust. bds. . 28. 

Kept In the Dark. With a Frontis- 
piece by J. E. MiLLAis, R.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Frau Frohmann, Sto. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Marlon Fay. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 38. 6d. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

The Land • Leaguers. Three Vols., 
cro wn 8vo , 3l8. GA. t^'^'t/y* 

Troiiope(FrancesE.),Worksby: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Mabel's Progress. 
Anne^Furness^ 

Trollops (f. A.).— Diamond Out 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
Thomas Adolphus Trollope. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. 38. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. 28. 

Tytier (Sarah), Novels by: 

What She Came Through. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. 8s. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

The Bride's Pass. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Mac Nab. Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

yterature. By Hbnry Van Laun. 
Complete in Three Vols., demy 8to, 
cloth boards, 78. 6d. each. 

Villari. — A Double Bond; A 

Story. By Linda Villarl Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, la. 
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WalcotL— Church Work and 

Life in English IMinsters; and the 
BogUsh StDdeut's Monasticon. By the 
Rev. Hackskzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. 
Two Voi&, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Map and Groond-Plans, 148. 

Watford (Edw., M JV.),Work8 by: 

The County Families of tlie United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
tile Descent, Birth. Marriage, Edncs' 
tion, &c., of more than x2,ooo dis- 
tinpiiahftd Heads of Families, their 
Heurs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
OSoes they hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
Ac. The Twenty-third Annual Edi- 
tion, for 1883, cloth, full gilt, 60b. 

The Shilling Peerage (1883). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, la. 
Published annually. 

The Shilling Baronetage (1883). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
Short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo, 
cloth. Is. Published annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1883). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of tne United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. samo, 
doth. Is. Published annually. 

The Shilling House of Commons 
(1883). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addressest 
&C. 32mo, cloth, Is. Publishea 
annually. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1883). In One Volume, 
royal 32010, cloth extra, gilt edges, 
6b. Published 'annually. 

Haunted London. By Walter 
Thornbury. Edited by Edward 
Walford. M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete 

Angler ; or, The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charlbs 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 78. 6d. 



Wander*ep*8 Libr*ary, The : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 0d. each. 

Wanderings In Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich lluiitors. By 
Julius Bkbrsohu. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frudkrick Uovlk. 

Savage Life. By Frkdkrick Bovli. 

Merrie England In the Olden Tlm«. 
By Gborck Danikl. With Illustrs* 
tions by Robt. Cruikshank. 

CIrous Life and CIrout Coiobrltltt. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Coi\|ui*«Pt. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and tha Old 
London Fairs. By Tnoma8 Frost. 

Low- Life Deepo. An Account of Iho 
Strange Fish to be found thero. By 
Jambs Grbbmwood. 

The Wilds of London. By Jamis 
Grbbnwood. 

Tunis: The I^nd and Iho Peopls. 
By the Chevalier do IIksiK'Wan* 
TKQo. With aa lUuttratlouii 

The Life and Adventurea of a Ohoap 
JaoK. By Ono ot the Fratoraily. 
Edited by Ciiarlbo Hindlkv. 

The World Behind the eoenaa. By 
Percy Fxtxqkrald. 

Tavern Aneodotss and ftaylnga 
Including tho Origin of Signs, and 
Rominisconcos connected with Ta* 
vernS; Coffee Mouses, Clubs, ke. 
By Charlbs Hindlry. With Illus* 
trations. 

The Genial Showman: Life and Ad* 
ventures of Arteinus Ward. By tt. r. 
HiNosTON. With a Frontiipiooe. 

The Story of the London , Parka. 
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London Charactera. By Hbhry May- 
hew. Illustrated. 

Seven Qanaratlona of Executlonera: 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family 
0688 to X847). Edited by Hbhry 
Samson. 

Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. By Charles Warrbm Stod- 
dard. Iliust. by Wallis Mackay. 



Warrants, Ac. :— 

Warrant to Execute ChaHoal. An 
exact Facsimile, with tho Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, aa in. by 14 in. Price li. 
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Warramts, &c., eontinued'^- 

Wairant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scote. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing tbo Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Pnce 28. 

Ma^na Charta. An Exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 

■ British Museom, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 i^et long by 2 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 68. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblaxoned in Gold 

. and Colours. Price 68. 

Westpopp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain : or, History oi 
4hose Arts from the earliest Penod. 
By HoDDBR M. WssTRorp. With nu- 
merous Ilhistrstions, and a List of 
-Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 48. 6d. 



Whistler v. Ruskin : Art and 

•Art Critica By J. A. Macnbili. 
Whistler. Seventh Edition, square 
8vo, 18. 

White's Natural History of 

Sel borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Browm, F.L.S. Post evo, 
cloth limp, 28. 

--■■ - ■ — - 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.B.S.E.), 
- Works by: 

Chaptere on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 239 Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Leavee from a Naturalist's Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studlee, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Second Ed tion. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, with Illustrations, 68. 



Williams (W. Mattleu, F.4^A^.), 

Worlcs by: 

Science In Short Chapters. CrowQ 
Svo. cloth extra, 78. 6a. . 

A Slmpile Treatleeon Heat. Crow* 
8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations. 
28.61. 

Wilson (C.E.).^Persian Wit and 

Humour: Being the Sixth Book of 
the Baharistan of Jami, Translated 
for the first time from the Original 
Persian into English Prose and Verse. 
With Notes by C. E. Wilson, M.R.A.S.« 
Assistai^ Librarian Royal Academy 
of Arts. Crown 8vo, parchment bina- 
ing, 48. 

Winter (J. 8.), Stories by: 

Cavalry Life. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
88.6d: 

Regimental Legends. Crows Svo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. •% 



Wood.— Sabina: A Novel By 
Lady Wood. Post 8v0b illustrated 
boards, 28. • 

Words, Facts, and Plirases: 

A Dictionary of Cnrieus, Quaint, and 
Out-of'the-Way Matters. By Elibs^r 
Edwards. .Crown 8vo, half-boand» 
M8.6d. ■■_ 2 

Wright (Thomas), Worl<s by: 

Caricature HFetory of the Georgea. 
(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Picture*, &e. Grown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque In Art, Literature, 
Soulptui^e, and Painting, Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, 
F.S.A. iArge po8t 8vo, cloth extra. 
78. 6d. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 
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NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS. 



NEW NOVELS at every Library. 



Ali In a GaiHJ«n Fair. By Walter 
BssANT. Three Vols. [Shortly. 

Annan Water. By Robert Buchanan. 
Three Vols. [Shortly. 

Fancy-Free. &o. By Charles Gibbon. 
Three Vols. [Shortly, 

Fortune's Foot. By Julian Haw- 
thorne. Three Vols. 

lone. By £. Lynn Linton. Three 
Vols. [Shortly, 

The Way of the World. By D. Chris- 
tie Murray. Three Vols. [Shortly, 

The Foreigners. By E. C. Price. 
Three Vols. {Shortly. 



Maid of Athens. By Justin Mc- 
Carthy, M. P. With x« Illustrations 
by Frbd. Barnard. Three Vols. 

[Shortly. 

By the Gate of the Sea. By David 
Christie Murray. Two Vols., post 
8vo, 12s. 

The Canon's Ward. By James Payn. 
Three Vols. IJan., 1M4. 

A New Collection of Stories by 
Charles Readf. is now in prepara- 
tion, in Three Vols. 

The Land Leaguers. By Anthony 
Trollops. Three Vols. [Shortly, 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 



Popular Stories by the Best Authors. 

crown 8vo, cloth 

By MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 
A Child of Nature. 
Qod arid the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deodlvers Ever. 
Juliet's Quardian. 



Library Editions, many Illustrated, 
extra, Ss. 6d. each. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transm Igrat Ion. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Blaeksmlth and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 



Antonifa. 
Basil. 

l-llde and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of t-learts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs P 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Dest I n les 
Haunted Hotel 
The Fallen Loaves 
Jezebel'sDaughtor 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



BY BUTTON COOK, 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES, 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT, 
Our Lady of Tears, 
Ciroe's Lovsrt. 
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Piccadilly Novbls, continued — 
BY U. BEaTHAMEDWARDS. 
Fellola. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
Archie Lovell. 

BY R. B. FRANCILLON. 
Olympfa. | Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capei Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 
Fop Lack of Gold. 
In Love and War. 
What will the World Say? 
For the Kln^ 
in Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pastures Green. 
The Flower ef the Forest. 
A IHeart's Problem. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Ellice Qusnttn. 
Sebastian Strome. 
Prince Saroni's Wife. 
Dust. 

BY SIR A. HELPS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casitet. 
SeifCondemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun. 
Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Queen of Connaught. 
The Darit Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 



Piccadilly Notbls, eoniinued— 
BY E. LYNN LINTON. 

Patricia KembalL 
Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!*.» 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fieyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

The Waterdaie Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

Liniey Rochford. j A Fair Saxon. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, LL.D. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas Wingfoid, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
Lost Rose. i The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open ! Sesame ! | Written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

Coals of Fire. 
Vai Strange. 
Hearts. 



Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. 
A Model Father. 



BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing- 

berd. 
Best of Husbands 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter's Word. 
What He Cost Her 

Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 



High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
Carlyon's Year. 
A Confidential 

Agent. 
From Exile. 

A Grape from s 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Kit : A Memory. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued — 
BY E. C. PRICE, 
Valentino. 

BY CHARLES READE, D.C.L. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. | Peg WofFlngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Heartii. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. I Read f ana. 

BY MRS. J, H. RIDDELL, 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden-Party. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 



Piccadilly Novels, coniiintf4i^ 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT, 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STRRNDALB, 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Proud Maisle. | Cretslda. 
The VioHnPlayer. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOFE, 
The Way wo Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 
Marion Fay. 
Kept in the Darl<. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPS. 
Lilce Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY SARAH TYTLER 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 

BY J. S. WINTER, 
Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2m. each. 

[WiLKiE CoLLiNs's NovELS and Besant and Rice's Novels may also be had in 
clolh limp at 28. 6d. See, too, the Piccadilly Novels, for Library Editions."] 



BY EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 

By HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICB. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 



By Besant and RicE—continued, 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Celia's Arbour. 
The Monies of Thelema. 
Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 

BY BRET HARTS. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
Gabriel Conroy. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Flip. 
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Cheap. Popular NoVem, continued-' 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 
The ShAdow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 

BY MRS. BURNETT. 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The CL«re of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Baer Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seeic 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Jhe Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two i^estlnles. 
'The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
Vhe Black Robe. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. 
Frances. 

8lacl<smlth and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. ' 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY y. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. 



Cheap Popular Novels, eoHtinusd-* « 
BY CHARLES DICKENS, 
Sketches by Boz. 
The Pickwick Papers. 
Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas Nickleby. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
A Point of Honour. 
Arehie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM'EDWARDS, 
Felicia. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON, 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tiiiotson. 
Polly. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E, FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. 
Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 
The Capei Qiris. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the World Say ? 
In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pasturee Green. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT, 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD, 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY, 
Every-Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. ' 
Under the Greenwood Tre«. 
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{.'/'HEAP POPtTLAR NOVELS, COtUitMUd'^ 

BY JUUAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

El lice Quentln. 
Sebastian Stroma. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY TOM HOOD, 
A Golden Heart. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 

BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun. 
Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY» 
Oakshott Castle. 
Number Seventeen. 

BY E, LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of' Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Lin ley Rochford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL, 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Sesame I ' 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. DOriiiion* 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atonement. 
A Model Father. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY, 
Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 

Library Editions of Ouida's Novels 
may be had ia crown 8vo, cloth extra, at 
58. each. 



Held In Bondage. 
Strath more. 
Chandos. 
Under' Two Flags. 
Idaiia. 

Cecil Ccwtle- 

maine. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 
Foile Farine. 



Pascarel. 

TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

SIgna. 

in a Winter City. 

Ariadne. . 

Friendship. 

Moti'ir. 

Pipietreiio. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 



A Dog of Flanders. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massing- Gwendoline's Har 



herd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentinck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

Ciyfflards of Clyffe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Best of Husbands 
Walter's Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 
What He Cost Her 
Humorous Stories 



vest. 

Like Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Beneatfi 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

£200 Reward. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile. 
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Chiap Populak Novels, continued^ 
. BY EDGAR A. POE. 

The Mystery of Mai*le Roget. 
BY E. C. PRICE. 

VaJentina. 

BY CHARLES READE. 

tt le Nevei* Too Late to Mend. 

Hard Cash. 

Peg Wofflneton. 

Chrietle Johnstone. 

Qrlfnth Gaunt. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth 

The Course of True Love. 

Autobiography of a Thief. 

A Terrible Temptation. 
• The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Readlana. 

BY MRS. RIDDELL. 
Her Mother's Darling. 

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN. 
A Levantine Family. 
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SAL A, 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Match In the Dark. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERN DALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cresslda. | Proud Malsle 

The Violin Player. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, eomtitnud'^ 
BY WALTER THORNBURY, 
Tales for the Marines. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 

Tom Sawyer. 

An Idle Excursion. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 
of Europe. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 

BY LADY WOOD, 
Sabina. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, Is. eaoh. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret 
Harte. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By 
Bret Harte. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 
Julian Hawthorne. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 
of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 

Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of 
" That Lass o' Lowrie's." 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 

Author of "That Lass o' Lowrie's.*' 

Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

PiRKIS. 

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard 
Graham. 

A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 

Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By ToBf Jbrrold. 




|. OGDEN AND CO., PRINTERS, I/a, ST. JOHN STREET, B.C, 



